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Mr. Hunt is a man of the most indisputably superior worth; a Matt of 
Genms in a very strict sense of that word, and in all senses which it bears 
or implies ; of brilliant, varied gifts ; of graceful fertility ; of clearness, loving- 
ness, truthfulness ; of childlike, open character ; also of most pure and even 
exemplary private deportment ; a man who can be other than loved only by 
those who have not seen him, or seen him from a distance through a &lse 

Thomas Carlylb. 
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Though I cannot promise as much entertainment, or as much elegance 
as others have done, yet the reader may be assured he shall have as much 
of both as I can. He shall, at least, find me alive while I study his 
entertainment ; for I solemnly assure him I was never yet possessed of the 
secret at once of writing and sleeping. 

Goldsmith. 
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TO THE READER. 



Not only those who, like Lord Macaulay, *'have i 
kindness for Mr. Leigh Hunt/' but all lovers of th 
pleasant art of essay writing, should find much 
amuse and intei-est them in this volume, which coil 
tnlns artide-s, hitherta uncollected, on an agr^eabli 
variety of subjects, from the Indicator j Examiner. 
Xilterary Examiner, Companion, Tatler, Londofl 
Journal, Monthly Repository, New Monthly Maga- 
zine, and Edinburgh Review. 

Most of the Wishiog-Cap Papers are written 
Leigh Hunt's happiest manneri and abound In ric 
AUd felicitous descriptions of nature, in loving con^- 
ments on favorite authors and books, and in thought- 
ful and good-natured speculations on human lifi| 
Indeed, some of the essays in the collection ar 
it seems to me, more terse In style, more vigo| 
ous in thought, and more mnscuhne in tone~ 
than cYCn the best papers in the Indicator * 
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6 TO THB RBADER. 

Seer; they show, moreover, that the genial essay- 
ist had "tiue capabilities of wrath," and could battle 
bravely for the right, as the hacks of the Tory press 
learned to their cost. If, as M. Taine asserts, wit is 
" the art of stating things in a pleasant way," this is 
a very witty book, and Leigh Hunt is a great wit, for 
almost all his sentences are charming examples of 
the brilliant Frenchman's definition of wit. 

Through the courtesy of Mr. James T. Fields, I 
have had the opportunity of consulting Leigh Hunt's 
own copies of the Tatler and the Literary Exami- 
ner, containing some marginal emendations in the 
author's own handwriting, to which the readers 
of the Wishing-Cap Papers are indebted for sundry 
valuable corrections, and for a few little characteristic 
touches added to several of the chapters. 

. J- E. B. 

Melrosb, December 4, 1872. 
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THE WISHING-CAP. 



'*At Maiano I wrote the articles which appeared in the ExamineTy under the 
title of the IVishing'Cap. Probably the reader knows nothing about them ; 
but they contained some germs of a book he may not be tmacquainted with, 
called The Tawn^ as well as some artides since approved of in the volume en- 
titled MeUy IVoment and Books. 

" The title was very genuine. When I put on my cap, and pitched myself in 
imagination into the thick of Covent Garden, the pleasure I received was so 
vivid — I turned the corner of a street so much in the ordinary course of things, 
and was so tangibly present to the pavement, the shop windows, the people, and 
a thousand agreeable recollections which looked me naturally in the &ce, that 
sometimes when I walk there now, the impression seems hardly more real. I 
used to feel as if I actually pitched my soul there^ and that spiritual eyes might 
have seen it shot over from Tuscany, into York Street, like a rocket It is 
mudi pleasanter, however, on waking up, to find soul and body together in one's 
native land : yes, even than among thy olives and vines, Boccaccio I " — The 
AtUobiogra^y ofLtaGH Hunt. 

[Of course none of the Wishit^Caps which the author collected and pub- 
lished in MtHy Wometty and Books^ are included in this volume. We have, 
however, inserted the articles on different parts of London. It is true, most 
of the persons and places mentioned in these graceful and characteristic little 
papers are more fully described in The Town, But "the first sprightly run- 
mngs " are in the earlier sketdies, whidi have also more gusto, and are richer 
in personal reminiscences than the chapters on the same localities in that book. 
— Ed.] 




As when a traveller, long expected, and yet but 
half expected from abroad, siidtlenly enters 
a room full of his old fnends, lastantly all tbc room 
IS iQ motion towards him, mouths are opened, hands 
are stretched forward, card tables deserted, and old 
kdies left in a state of inveteracy ; he> with all his 
feelings on tiptoe, and happy to be torn in pieces, 
^asps as many hands as he can at once, turns to this 
friend, makes half an answer to that, cuts short the 
questions of soft Itps, and revels in all the rewards of 
the meritoriousness of absence i thus, I truKt, my old 
friends of the Examiner will feel with me, when they 
ice the hand at the bottoni of this paper,* 
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13 THE WISHING-CAP PAPERS. 

After a thousand questions are asked on both sides, 
delightful memories brought up, and others that will 
not bear touching upon spared, I hear the most good- 
natured person in the company exclaim, " Bless me ! 
you are not at all changed." I do bless thee, thou 
handsomest of thy sex. Between you and me, I 
should not care how dilapidated I looked with some 
persons in a private meeting, — and for a short time. 
I could make a merit of the silver hairs that come 
amongst my black ones, and expect a double tender- 
ness of look for my sunken cheeks. But after all, one 
does not like to grow old. Man is in no haste to be 
venerable. The fact is, I am not old, nor do I wish 
anybody to believe that I am. But at forty there is a 
pleasure in affecting age on purpose to be disbelieved. 
(I say forty, because I am only nine and thirty.) We 
talk of " declining into the vale of years," that people 
may say, " You decline into the vale of years ! " and 
that we may be complimented on the youthfulness of 
our appearance. The provocation lies in saying we 
are middle-aged. It is a malignant benediction of the 
poets, — 

** God bless your middle-ageish face I " 

I believe there are many persons abroad who regret 
the not having returned to their native country in 
time, but who would rather be shut up for life in a 
German fortress, than appear again in a public place 
in England. Thirty and forty years ago they were 
Adonises, and cannot, for the life of them, take to be- 
ing reverend. Being at a distance from home, and 
not having contemporary faces to compare with, they 
try to think that everybody grows old but themselves. 
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They would fancy that th*^ sthore moves, and not 
^tlicy. 1 own to this weakness, though I never was an 
' Adoni&t nor cvor shall be^ which is more* 

But I can conceive no circumstaTices but one, th^t 
nt any time of life would conquer in me the desire to 
be aoion^ my old scenes and friends, I used to think 
that with al! my love of particular places, 1 should 
(Hot care where I went, provided I could take my 
ifriends with me* But I find it otlienvise* The fine 
ibuildings in Gunoa made me long to take a walk down 
^a London alley* The vineyards and olives of Tus- 
cany gave me a calenture for my old green fields* 
.Walking about under the galleries and government 
offices of Florence, 1 yearned infinitely to be at the 
Exam in er office in Govent Garden ; and so here I 
ani, 

Bnt it will be asked whether I am really here ; 
whether I am arrived in propria personaj — come 
home, — seated visibly in the Examiner office. 
Douhlless I am* I have just poked the fire, and am 
tousting a foot upon each hob, with the Morning 
Chronicle in my hand, Yesterday I was in all parts 
of the town. If my presence is doubted, and the 
genlleman I run against yesterday in Fleet Street has 
^any manliness in him, he will come forward and 
state that I nearly knocked the breath out of his body 
in turning the corner of Shoe Lane* 

I am as sut ely here ja London as I shall be in 
Madrid, in Athens, in North or South America, when 
I inform the reader to that eflect : perhaps I shall be 
in one of these places to-morrow. Incredulous read- 
ers may smile, especially when I inform them^ that 
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SO far from condescending in general to travel on foot, 
I fly. But they would be hard put to it to prove the 
contrary. Let them first account for the power of 
the human mind to fancy itself in Arabia, and then 
they may undertake to prove it impossible for me, by 
dint of a thought, actually to be there. Cogitation 
has been held by some to be nothing but local mo- 
tion. Their' motion was a vulgar one, being as dif- 
ferent from mine as that of a telegraph is from light- 
ning ; but I desire to know how an uninitiated per- 
son is to pronounce these travels of mine impossible ; 
how he is to prove, and be assured that when I fancy 
myself in Arabia, I, that is, my personal conscious- 
ness, the best part of me, the anima of my mundus^ 
the true immaterial life and soul, of which my body 
is but a vulgar symbol, is not, at that moment, to all 
intents and purposes, in Arabia. " I pause for a re- 
ply," as a man says, when he expects none. " I 
think, therefore I am," said the French philosopher : 
now I think I am in Arabia, therefore I am there. I 
beg to know the difference between these two proposi- 
tions. 

I pitch myself wherever I please, like a rocket or 
a falling star. 

In short, let those who doubt my reasoning look at 
my Cap. With them, anything that is visible puts 
an end to mystery. This is an age of mechanism and 
manufacture and, therefore, they say, there can be 
no longer anything fanciful. Ecce signum. This 
Cap is one out of several now existing, and by no 
means the most extraordinary of its kind. It is not 
the famous Wishing-Cap of Fortunatus, but a poor 
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relation. Sir Walter Scott has that, and the Purse 
ifito tlie bargain* He is in the habit of going to 
court in it, to refresh lils good opinion of mankind. 
The two finest Wishing^-Caps are in possession of 
Mr- Wordsworth and Mr, Coleridge. The one be- 
long'ing to tire latter is a great curiosity, iind carried 
him into those tireadful seas where he saw the An- 
cient Mariner, I look upon it with more reverence 
. than all the curiosities in the Museum, Mr- Southey 
has one, with which he has taken some pretty long 
flights into tlie East, I wish he would relate his trav- 
els in prose instead of verse* 

I do not know to what class to refer the Cap of my 
friend £lia, of the London M^igazine ; certainly not 
tQ a modem one, with bells to it, much in use at 
courts, though it lias a considerable resemblance to 
one of the same cut, worn by a retainer to the famous 
King Lear, and also to that other belonging to the 
celehriUed Yorick* I mean Hamiet*s Yorick. No- 
body who hears him in it will saj^ *' Where be your 
gibes now"? Your flashes of merriment that were 
wont to set the table in a roarF* Nobody who sees 
well into the stutTof it, will take it for any other than 
a Cap fit for the w isest head in England, provided the 
rain is to rain every day* Having less thought, but 
stouter muscles, I, for my part, must still endeavor, 
till I die, to push the world a little farther into the 
sunshine* It is for this reason I am in all parts of it; 
one of hundreds of beings who are trying to fiirnish 
philosophers with a lever. 

But the reader must know that this Cap of mine 
not only carries me where I please, like that oC ^<at* 
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tunatus, and introduces me to the invisible world, like 
the Caps of the mountain spirits. It makes as little 
of time as it does of space. It pitches me back into 
ages. I make love very often a hundred years ago, 
and may dine to-morrow at the table of Anacreon. 
My tea I am fond of taking with Pope and the Miss 
Blounts. A person in Tuscany often rouses me out 
of the club, at the Mermaid in Cornhill, where I am 
listening to Beaumont and Ben Jonson. I make noth- 
ing of being in Arcady at twelve o'clock, and with 
Horace between two and three. I meet old King 
Ban " on the top of Fiesole." And this is as real as 
all the rest. It was thought a modest request in the 
two lovers to say, — 

"Ye gods, annihilate but space and tim^ 
And make two lovers happy." * 

But let the reader peruse only two or three meta- 
physical treatises (one of them being on time), and 
then say if it is not easy to annihilate both. It is a 
vulgar supposition, that one man of forty and another 
man of forty are of the same age ; and that if two 

* Readers of Carlyle will remember Herr Teufelsdr(Jckh's philosophical specu* 
laticns upon space and time in one of the most stupendous chapters of Sartor 
Resartus. '* Fortunatus hadawishing-hat," sajrs the learned Professor, "which 
when he put on, and wished himself anywhere, behold he was there. By this 
means had Fortunatus triumphed over space, he had annihilated space; for him 
there was no Where, but all was Here. Were a hatter to establish himself in the 
Wahngasse of Weissnichtwo, and make felts of this sort for all mankind, what a 
world we should have of it { Still stranger, should, on the opposite side of the 
street, another hatter establish himself; and, as his fellow-craftsman made space- 
annihilating hats, make time-annihilating ! Of both would 1 purchase, were it 
with my last groschen ; but chiefly of this latter. To dap on your felt, and, 
simply by wishing that you were AnywAeret straightway to be tJkere I Next to 
dap on your other felt, and, simply by wishing that you were anyw^^M, straight- 
way to be /A^ /"— Ed. 
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persons set out at fbur o*clock to dinner, and arrive 
: the same place at the hour commoniy called five, 
hey have both taken the same time to arrive in. No- 
tions of boys and stockjobbers! We have no idea 
of time but that of space* In thinking of the hour 
between one and two, we measure a distance on our 
watches. Now, as in the same space of measure^ 
aent may be crammed many particles, and in the 
a me journey one road may he straight and another 
aked, so in the same space of time (the com- 
mon phrase)^ we may include many different masses 
duration and varieties of experience. One man's 
js so much tin, another's lead, another's gold* 
riink on which he tells his thoughts is his clock | 
and the more he tells the longer he lives- The hour 
of the mjiny-thoiighted man contains many hours. 
His metal is heavy and full of matter. 

" Time, then 5*' some of my readers may say, *"*• is first 

nothing, and then it is something* It is easy to be 

jinnihiJated, and yet Is heavy as lead or gold/* I do 

[>t assert that it is nothing, though it is easy of anni- 

ilationp I find it to be much : and yet how shall not 

bis much be altered or melted away* How shall not 

bis le^id be turned into gold by the sunshine of love 

ud kindness! How shall not this gold, by the force 

imagination, be beaten out into endless contact 

If ilh ages ! 

Perhaps with no man living has time been a heaviei 
r a lighler thing than with me* My metal resembles 
iiicksilver, except that it is more malleable to 
^armdi tlian cold ; though cold also renders it very 
ave and solid. Like quicksilver, it is mot ^tgcIou^ 
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and weighty as gold ; and yet it easily unites with it, 
and helps gold itself to gild a variety of common 
things. Furthermore, it is subject to change of the 
barometer. But I am running my metallic simile too 
far for a spirit. A spirit I certainly am, by universal 
acknowledgment ; though what sort of one has been 
much contested. " Time," as the philosopher says, 
*' will show." Certainly I am not a malignant spirit, 
though I trifle now and then with a Caliban. Nei- 
ther am I the devil on two sticks, confined to my bot- 
tle ; nor the spirit, that according to the Italian poet, 
dwelt in the smoke of roast meat. But like certain 
spirits in poetry and romance, I have seen a good deal 
of the world, visible and invisible. Like them, I 
see knowledge. Like them I am fond of music, of 
the air, of the trees and flowers, 'and of liberty. In 
some things, I am not unlike the Sylph Husband of 
Marmontel. Like a spirit, I can dilate myself, till 
mountains become mole-hills ; or shrink into such 
diminutive compass, as to stand by the side of a brook, 
and live in imagination on the banks of it, with the 
little insects, as if it were some mighty river. Mil- 
lions of times have I ridden on the bat's back, and 
gone to sleep in a buttercup. But my tears inform 
me that I am human, to say nothing of my frailties. 
It is not for me to think of the drowning,* and to doubt 
whether or no I feel 

" All as sharply, 
Passioned as they." 

I shall take up, in this paper, any subject to which 
I feel an impulse, politics not excepted. It would be 

* Of Shelley. -^£0. 
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IdJe ta expect that a periodical paper, however un- 
political, would go into any quarters but those of 
the Reformers, when publishetl in a reforming journal. 
My first intention %¥as to render it a sort of with- 
drawing-room, or retirement from tlie more public 
part of the Examiner ; but I thought it better, upon 
consltleration, to take the opportUJiity of giving myself 
full scope, poHtical as well as otlierwise- It is a fool- 
ish reproach to men of letters, that they meddle with 
LpoUtics. Who is to do so if they do not? And how 
is a man of any warmtb of sympatliy (unless he is 
hopeless of all ebange) to see what is going on in the 
world, and be able honestly to repress his blame and 
his praise? The necessity becomc^s stronger if he has 
been accustomed to do so. Politics, however, will 
occupy but a small pari of my hicubratioiis** 

I am a spirit, not without hands or feet ; but my 
Strength lies in my power of flight, — in my Wis) i- 
iiig-Cap* The greatest distinction (tulents apart) be- 
tween nie and other spirits that have manifested them- 
selves to these latter times, is not in age or bodily 



* Must of Leigb Hunt's Hteaitrr contentporarkij mcddJed with politics. Sir 
W^ter Scott dabbled in theta. Smithi;^ csntiibutedt p<alitical CEsayii Id the Quar' 
tef\y Review., And Coleridige wrutie polidcal articles Tqt the Monuug Post and 
thr Morviki'g Oir«Dilc1& Words'WDTtli was the author of 3 political pamplilct oil 
' pcantf of Cintra, and Moore dashcil off many a mny polittcal squik Wil- 
a rish iind hi Iter pDiltjca] ^'ritcr; and Hazlkt published a vokime 

^ ^ '. Sydney Sniifh wrote polUiQl pamphlciits, and pubJis^liEd 

, ihe iufwapiipcrs, Kven **the gL'otle Elia'^vtroie pohtical 
, , .,':. far the Exanimer and the New Times. pDlitics^ to thcMiti 
^n ar« tleAirouK of bccomiog mcquaiitted with anythbg that coQcema innn- 
rT, 31V-, ^t Hunt says dsewherp, "a part of humane Hiemtore ; and they who 
1 to Hfce them io commtqi with vrit and jihiiosophy, insensibly do 
:l] ofjp^ood by tnhigliiig th^m with the c^n^iooD tAlkofUfi^ atid help' 
^mg to t^nucr the itream of pubUi: opmlon irre&istible/' — En, 
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appearance (for those, as I said before, are notions) ; 
but in my being a very truth-telling spirit. I tell 
nothing of myself or others, which is not pure mat- 
ter-of-fact,- or, at least, which appears to me to be 
such ; a verity, which I would have the reader bear 
in mind. He will easily distinguish between the 
things which I talk of in a mere spirit of fancy (as 
the world calls it), and what I lay before them in the 
grosser shapes of truth. 

With regard to speaking of myself and my expe- 
riences (which I shall do veiy freely whenever in- 
clined), I have several reasons for it. In the first place, 
it is impossible for me to sustain a fictitious charac- 
ter, like that of BickerstafT and others, in the great 
periodical works. Secondly, authors sometimes, as 
well as kings, "lack subjects." Thirdly, it is advisa- 
ble that authors should write only upon subjects with 
which they are acquainted. Fourthly, people are 
often much better acquainted with themselves than 
the old adage implies ; though many, for that reason, 
take care never to show it. Fifthly, I am much alone, 
and have been in the habit of speculating upon my 
feelings and adventures. I believe that if the first 
person we meet in the street were to put down 
upon paper the experiences he has had in life, 
his school-days, journeys, &c., they would be found 
interesting. I have been perplexed whether to speak of 
myself in the singular or the plural number, — wheth- 
er to subject myself to the impatience of people vainer, 
by saying I ; or to hamper my verisimilitudes and my 
euphonies, with saying, We W6re^ We would^ and 
We once. 
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The last reason, or apology, which I have to lay 

before him for talking of myself, I shall repeat in the 
words of a great master of human nature: — 
'* The most sovereign remedy for sejf-love h to do 

quite contr.iry to what these people direct, who in for- 
bidding others to speak of themselves, do consequently 
at the same time interdict tliinking of themselves too. 
Pride dwells in the thought : the tongue can have but 
a very little share in it. They fancy ^ that to think of 
one's self is to be delighted with one's self; to fre- 
qui-*nt and converse with a man's self, to be over indui- 
getJt. But this excess springs only in those who only 
take of themselves a superficial view^ and dedicate their 
main inspection to their aftairs; that call meditation, 
raving and idleness, looking upon themselves as a 
third person only, and a stranger. No particular quali* 
ty can make any man proud, that will at the same time 
put so many other vv'cak and imperfect ones, as he has 
in him in the other scale." ^ — Moniaig^ne^s Assays ^ 
book 11. diap. 6i 
1S24. 
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No. II. 
A WALK IN COVENT GARDEN. 

Ante oculos errant domns, urbs, et fenna loconuii, 
Succeduntque suis singula &cta locis. — Ovio. 

Streets, houses, city, glide before my i^ce, 
With all that's done in each successive place. 

THERE are three things that give a pleasant 
look to the most ordinary commonplaces: 
health, imagination, and coming from abroad. 
I have been flying from place to place in London 
for the last week, and have made my Cap as dingy 
as a city swallow. At one time I dipped about Cov- 
ent Garden ; now I was at the West End ; and then 
again I was at St. Paul's. I turn about the streets, as 
if I had never seen them before. To the list of 
human pleasures I have to add the satisfaction which 
arises from traversing a dirty lane. 

There is Maiden Lane here in the neighborhood. 
I do not care for it because the Examiner office was 
once there, or because the Royal Academy there held 
its infant sittings ; much less on account of the cider- 
cellar ; but, in the first place, I have traversed it a thou- 
sand times ; secondly, here are some poor book-stalls 
and picture-shops ; and thirdly, when Voltaire lived 
here " at the sign of the White Peruke," I guess that 
he did so to be in the neighborhood of Congreve and 
other wits, who had their lodgings in Southampton 
Street and Bow Street. My head is filled with them 
all. I imagine the thin Frenchman picking his way 
towards his abode in a lank peruke. I fancy that it 
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was not far off that he astonished the tTJob, who 
pelted him, with haranguing them in our language, 
producing as Hvely a movement in hii!^ favor as If they 
were all turned into Parisians, He got on the step 
of a doorway, and appealed '* to the nobleness of the 
national character/* complimenting them on their in- 
stitutioos and love of liberty. I believe Ihey proposed 
to carry him home on their shoulders* 

I like everything about Covent Garden, It pleases 
me even that the ground belongs to the Russells, a 
liberal and lettered family, I like the green market 
in the middle, the noble portico {not to be thought 
less of, after visiting Italy), the Grecian-built churchr 
the spacious streets g tlie narrower ones with their 
book-stalls, the neighboihood of the theatres* Other 
associations I have mentioned elsewhere.* Though 
I am fond of going to the play, I do not care in gen- 
eral for play books ; but I delight to see whole shops 
of them here< They are in harmony with the place*' 
It is moving and alive with the best times of English 
comedy, and one of tlie pkasantest of English Society 
and verse* There, at Will's Coffee-House,! used to 
lit Diyden in his arm-chair^ encouraging a young au- 
thor with a pinch out of his snufl-box, Addison is 
keeping it up over the way at Button's, with Steele, 
Garth, Congreve, and Colonel Brett (who married 
Savage's mother, and bought Gibber's wig). I Here 
come, to attend a rehearsal, Mrs. Barry, who acted 



* ta like Pfeaont Memories Couneclt^d with the yaricnis Puts of tfa.& Me- 

f U vv4^ nri ihr tiuftli &iU« of Ein»d1 Street, near Bow Strt^t^t. In M^Iotlc*! 
ti~' ' : ^, ant! Qccupied by a perfumer. 

ncl a Uvt^y Mt%r!mit of the |>urc1U4e m ih^ tlevfttttU tVacy^ 
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such fine love-parts with her husband ; Mrs. Brace^ 
girdle, Congreve's mistress, and Mrs. Oldfield, th^ 
Flavia of the Tatler, who gave Savage a pension.* I 
cannot help thinking with Dr. Young, that it was a 
pity Congreve did not leave his money " to poor Mrs. 
Bracegirdle," instead of a duchess who bought dia- 
mond necklaces with it. But the insinuation implied 
on the part of Young (a preferment-hunter, who wrote 
like a hermit) may be regarded with suspicion. In. 
Spence's Anecdotes, Congreve has the praise of all 
who knew him as an honest, good-natured man : we 
know not what he may have otherwise given Mrs. 
Bracegirdle, nor how much regard for him was mixed 
up with the singularities of the Duchess of Marlbor- 
ough, who had an image of him seated with her at ta- 
ble after his death. To be sure, there seems a vanity in 
those bequests to people of rank ; and Johnson says 
the money was wanted by his relations. Let us hope 
that those who were most intimate with him knew 
him best. The story of his reception of Voltaire 
(perhaps in Southampton Street, when he lived near 
Mrs. Bracegirdle) is not in his favor. I will take this 
opportunity of repeating an anecdote of Wycherley, 
which is ill told in Spence's book. Pope is made to 
inform us, that one day as Wycherley passed the 
Duchess of Cleveland's carriage in the ring, " she 
leaned out of the window, and cried out, loud enough 
to be heard distinctly by him, ' Sir, you're a rascal ; 
you're a villain.' " Spence's memory appears to have 
deceived him. The other account says, that she 

* See Tatler, No. 212. [In The Town, however, Hunt doubU if Mrs. Old- 
field was Flavia, and conjectures that the lady immortalized under that name 
was a Miss Osborne, who married the Bishop of Atterbury. — En.] 
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accosted him in a much coarser manner than ihh, 
VVycherley next day waited on her* and begged to 
know the reason. "^^ Why, &ii%** sak) she. ** In one of 
your plays you say that the appeiiation I gave you 
belongs to all men of wit; so I thought it fairly be- 
stowed.** The compliment was not ill turned, such 
as it was ^ but " her grace *' must have been a very 
dtsagrceable woman, Wycherley, however, Wits not 
nicer than his master. 

It is witli diOicuhy that I call to mind Inigo Jones, 
as the architect of Covcnt Garden* Even Donoe, in 
the mansion of his father-in-law. Sir Thomas Drury, 
Jti Drury Lane, witli all his graver wit and his ro- 
mantic passion, is thrust out of my mind by the crowd 
of beaux and comedians. I can sooner lind a pleas- 
ure in recollecting that Rowre frequented a tavern in 
Long Acre, and that in the same quarter dwelt Prior's 
Chloe. Who she was, I do not stop to inquire* Suf- 
it for me, that I know her in his verses. The 

laracter of all this neighborhood is essentially gay 
and social, scented with snuff-boxes, and rustling with 
hoop petticoats. The tragedy of those times does not 
interfere with it. Tragedy herself wore a hoop petti^ 
coal then, and was a very courtly personage. I con- 
fess, that in latter times, Mr. Kcmble carried the old 
school of Booth and Qiiin to a pitch of the didac- 
tic which disturbs my associations. Booth was a 
kind of sublimated player at a fair; and Qiiin a bon- 
vivanf But Munden and Drury Lane redeem all. 

• TlitTT i*a plcasani bk concerning QuEd^ b FieJding^s too little r&iid Voy- 
ijc liJ LiMjcn. ** The only H^h.** Us nays* sptakhiL' of ai grcjt purcbaae tlicre- 
of form *'fimalt tpill oritioney,** " the only fisli which bore a«y price was 5 Joba 
Dory, B» it u called I heughi m^ of st Icati Tour poundi "^iiy^^ i^ ^m^'cvi 



26 THE WISHING-CAP PAPERS. 

I should add Sheridan, but he touches too nearly on 
grave times and melancholy recollections. Yet surely 
he, and Drury Lane, and comedy, and carelessness, 
were all made for each other. 

Those melancholy exits of the gay are vile things. 
Poor Mrs. Jordan ! did nobody feel for thee in thy sad 
and mysterious exile, but those who could do nothing 
to help it? Her honest-hearted laugh rings at this 
moment in my ears ! 

I forget whether it was myself, or whether some- 
body told me it was he, who saw Jack Bannister (I 
had almost said Mr. Jack Bannister) standing one 
day, leaning on his stick, and looking up in a melan- 
choly manner at Old Drury. Old Drury is new 
Drury in face, but it is old in situation and fame ; atid 
he had helped to carry all the old spirit into the new 
house. A plague on those real old. ages that belong 
to nothing but men ! And Elliston too : — I read in 
the papers, that he plays his old parts with all the 
spirit of his former days. That can hardly be, con- 
sidering that he did not take care to remain thin like 
Lewis. Lewis's old age, after all, was an imposition, 
though he died of it. But Elliston is one of those, 
too, who will never be old, in some senses of the 



The price bad the appearance of being considerable when opposed to the extra- 
ordinary cheapness of others of value, but was, in truth, so very reasonable 
when estimated by its goodness, that it left me under no other surprise than how 
the gentlemen of this county (Devonshire), not greatly eminent for the delicacy 
of their taste, had discovered the preference of the Dory to all other fish : but I 
was informed that Mr. Quin, whose distinguishing tooth hath been so justly 
celebrated, had lately visited Plymouth, and had done those honors to the Dory 
which are so justly due to it from that sect of modem philosophers, who, with 
Sir Epicure Mammon, or Sir Epicure Quin, their head, seem more to delight in 
a fish-pond than a garden, a» the old Epicureans are «aid to have done.** — En. 
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word, I wish with all my heart he was as young as 
lie was twenty years ago, an J 1 with him, and that 
we knew as much Uien as we do now. I do * not 
think either of us would be a bit the worse or less 
young for it, I would have praised him as much as 
I did then for his comedy^ and for hts making love 
better than any man on the stage ; but he would not 
have acted tragedy so often, nor would I have written 
those fierce criticisms on the living dramatists^ whose 
tiiking to farce instead of comedy was not their fault, 
but the age's. Good-natured Tom Dibdin, behold at 
last your critic repentant ! 

C. L., why didst thou ever quit Russell Street? 
Why didst thou leave the w^arm crowd of humanity, 
which thou lavcst so well, to go and shiver on the 
side of the New Riven enticing thy many friends to 
walk in? Were friends and sittings up at night too 
attractive ? And was there no other way to get rid 
of tJiem? Reader, we have not waked the night-owl 
with a catch, for C, L. is not musicaL He will put 
up with nothing but snatches of old songs, JMozart 
h to him an alien, and Paesiello the Pope of Rome. 
But we have drawn tliree souls out of one card-play- 
er; and might have waked all the ghosts in our 
neighborhood at Will's and Button's, seeing that 
tJiere is no pride in the next world, and some wit left 
in this. What wouhl I not give for another Thurs- 
day evening? It was humanity's triumph ; for whist- 
players and no whist-players there for the tirst time 
met together. Talk not to me of great houses in 
which such things occur; for there the whist-players 
are gamblers, and the no whist-players are nobody at 
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all. Here, the whist was for its own sake, and yet 
the non-players were tolerated. But the triumph 
went further. Here was R., to represent among us 
tlie plumpness of office and the solidity of govern- 
ment. My brother reformer, W. H., came to rest his 
disappointments and his paradoxes. Vain expecta- 
tion I With him contended A. the most well-bred 
of musicians, who hates a paradox like an unresolved 
discord. Another A. was there, the best of neigh- 
bors, especially if you happen to be confined to your 
room. Item, a third A. the most trusting of linen- 
drapers, who lent a poet a hundred pounds. I do not 
know whether he has been paid. I hope not ; for he 
deserves to enjoy the interest forever, and in his case 
it is a rich one. M. B. was one of us, having his 
hands in his waistcoat pockets like his friend, and 
talking well upon episodes. And there, M. L., — why 
have I not the art, like the old writers of dedications, 
of at once loading thee with panegyric, and saving the 
shoulders of thy modesty? an art, by the by, which 
was so conspicuously concealed, that nobody would 
have suspected them of having it. There also came 
old Captain B., who had been round the world with 
Cook, and was the first man who planted a pun in 
Otaheite. Nevertheless, though I met him fifty times, 
I never had the courage to address him, he appeared 
to be so wrapped up in his tranquillity and his whist. 
He seemed to be taking a long repose from his storms. 
The jovial face of Colonel P., blooming with a second 
youth, made me bolder. He had been round the 
world also, when a boy, and had challenged his lieu- 
lenant for not standing closer by his captain. This 
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illegality completed my confidence. With K. wc re- 
joiced over his successful phiys, and tried to be in- 
(]i(Fcreat over the others. He has humanity enough 
10 renciember with pleasure, that on the latter occa- 
sion we mustered up (some of us at least) as great an 
appetite at supper as if two plays liad succeeded at 
once. It is more than we could have looked for, had 
a critic written them, instead of a poet. But some- 
liow these poetical observers see farther into niceties 
of us than your metaphysical* With regard to my- 
self, the fact was (and I shall do myself no harm to 
confess it — ^very likely he knows it already) th^it my 
appetite was really great mu\ craving* On livelier ^ 
occasions, if my lungs have not been well exercised,! 
1 will i*tOt swear that I could eat the wing of a chicken. 
My heart is up and dancing, anrl objects to the pas- 
ifige of anything grosser thim a pint of wine* * 

* Laffib movrd from Noi 4^ Inner Temple Lan^i lo Rusjcll Street, Covent Gar- 
tiep, in ihciisiluftinof t*5t/* " We have le^ di€ Temple," wntct Mary L^imb 
lo Mi&s Word^wartlL " Our rooEns wsts dirty and out of repair, dnd the iacoQ- 
trenieiicjdfi of living Id chiLtab&Ts^ b^cimt> every ye^r niore irk/uonie, a.rid scv at last, 
we musiiered up re zd'tution enough to Icive the old l^lacfiv that so ]tmg h^s bhd' 
tereij iiB ; and here we are, living at a hmzitr'i shr>p» No. 30, in Rus&eil Struett 
COT«tit Gan]i£)i, A pkc^all ^live with Doisu and bustle ; Drury Lane Theatre in 
»i^bl fruni our front;, ajid Covcnt Gar Jen frQin oitr back windows. The hubbub 
uf tbc carnages reitiminif from tlie piay does not annoy tin; in the least i strniiEe 
that it dpKL% not, fur it Is quite tT6itiend»u&, J quite enjoy looking out of the 
^indovir, zknd H»tet]iii£ to the cjilllng op »f the darrbgeiH and the squabbles nt ihc 
coTchn^cn and link-boys. It is the oddest scene to k«k down upon. ** Latnb 
hiniiBelf w:is equ^ajiy wrU pleaised with their new abode, declarini^ that tht'y were 
tn the (iidividiLi^l spot he tikcd be&t in all LoiirJrm. Hi^fe he wrote the best of 
the Essays of Eiix Tn i&^2 h« l^ft th^dty, Nvith itstbuatfe^ iind book-Bt,-ilh, and 
took a cvnttaj^e in CoJebr&riJt Rowc, KJingtnn, It was fJcorgt Dyei- who wnlked 
into the New River^ and thus gave Elfa a «ubj«t for the fine huincirous |japer 
cr*"' " -y ■ -tin Redivivu!L 

■ I rtl or two on some of the initials ui the abov^ reminiscence of 
t ' tay e?euing suppers will not bt wlmlly superliuous. Of course 

<^ ^ uQiAria Laiob, and W. H„ WiUkm Uazlilt, md On^wa ^.l&Cv:. 
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All that part of the metropolis which may now be 
called the centre of it, is classic ground : from Fleet 
Street, where Johnson and Goldsmith lived, Gerrard 
Street, Soho, which contains the residence of Dry- 
den.* It includes the chief places of resort, during 

tain Bumey, and M. B., Martin Barney, whose dirty hands were so provocative 
of Lamb's wit The captain, according to Crabb Robinson, was "a fine, noble 
creature, — gentle with a rough exterior, as became the associate of Captain 
Cook in his voyages round the world, and the literary historian of all these acts 
of circumnavigation. " The three A. 's were Thomas Allsnp^ Thomas Alsager, and 
William Ayrton, of the Italian Opera. Lamb said Ayrton was " a wit anl 
devilish good fellow.'* K. stands for James Sheridan Knowles, the dramatist, 
author of Virginius. R. is John Rickman, clerk of the House of Com* 
muns. "His manners," writes Southey of Rickman, "are stoical: they are 
like the husk of the cocoa-nut, and his inner nature is like the milk within its 
kernel. When I go to London I am always his guest He gives me but half 
his hand, but his whole heart — and there is not that thing in the world which 
he thinks would serve or gratify me that he does not do for me, unless it be 
something which he tliinks I can as well do myself " George Dyer introduced 
Lamb to Rickman. Lamb was so delighted with the man that he wrote a long 
letter about him to Manning. "He is," says Elia, exultingly, "a most pleasant 
hand ; a fine, rattling fellow, has gone through life laughing at solemn apes ; — him* 
self hugely literate, oppressively full of information in all stuff of conversation, 
firom matter of fact to Xenophon and Plato — can talk Greek with Porson, poli- 
tics with Thel wall, conjecture with George Dyer, nonsense with me, and anything 
with anybody ; a great farmer, somewhat concerned in an agricultural magazine 
— reads no poetry but Shakespeare, very intimate with Southey, but never 
reads his poetry, relishes George Dyer, thoroughly penetrates into the ridicu- 
lous wherever found, understands the first time (a great desideratum in common 
minds) — you need never twice speak to him: does not want explanations, 
translations, limitations, as Professor Godwin does when you make an assertion ; 
up to anything ; down to anything ; whatever sapit hominem. A perfect man. 
All this farrago, which must perplex you to read, and has put me to a little 
trouble to select^ only proves how impossible it is to describe a pleasant hand. 
You must see Rickman to know him, for he is a species in one : a new class ; an 
exotic ; any slip of which I am proud to put in my garden pot," A "pleasant 
hand " truly : but how difierent from Southey's stoical-mannered man I Is this 
description of Rickman true in all its particulars, or was Lamb hoaxing the 
** learned Trismegist " ? — Ed. 

* It was **the fifth," says Mr. Mai one, "in coming from Little Newport 
Street, and is now numbered 43. Behind, his apartments looked into the gar- 
dens of Leicester House." 

£We copy this bteresting passage relating to Coveat Garden firom a curious 
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the three pmods, in which poetiy and wit were allied 
with familiar life ; — ^Drytlen*s periad, with ElheregC| 
W)'chcrley, Rochester, and others ; — the time of Steele 
and Addison, Garth, Vanbrugh, Con^eve, &c., and 
that of the two authors above mentioned, who left us 
just before the French re volo lion . In the Stru nd , oppo- 
site Beaufort Buildings, walking at a very quick pace 
for a man of his years, I once saw Cumberland, the 
h St surv i%'or of Reta 1 1 ati on. II i s ap pea r a nee w as gen- 
tlemanly (suited to his old character), and his face 
earnest and thooghtfuL 1 would have accosted himi 
and thanked him for a criticism he wrote on a pcr- 
fortnancti of mine; but besides carrying a certain habit 
of Independence at that time to a pitch of martyrdom, 
1 felt as if it would be an impertinence in bo joung a 
man to bring lumself into contact on such an occa- 
Mon with an associate of Goldsmith and Johnson* 
The performance, to say the truth, was very crude 
and young, and not worth his praises: nor could I 
concciil from myself, that a panegyric bestowed on 
liirn in the course of it had warmed the heart of the 
old author. But his criticism was delightful, contain- 
ing some excellent gossip upon Quin, Garrick, and 
others. It appeared in the London Review, a work 



Hiet by Thomas Grignion, adc!PEss*dl ta Tcnn DlbdiK* 3&d ptiblbhed in a little 

itJiicnr cn(iU(^d F]y Leave^t or Scraps and Skt^tcfigs: — 

"Vtiu will »ee by my plan of fbiji^ ihat Coven I Gardtn WRis then jd the empo- 
tiiim of ihjc arte and sciences, and the residence of ihe chief ni^bility of ihe Idng- 
,|, - TTT. 1... 1-.^ ^nndfiithtfKs cfjrdbl iritnd, ^fie tdcbrjted Barion BchQih,, 
I ii'-tt. No. Hf. : Coll(jy Cibbe^f lived in No. 3; and Easty'i 

ti TTck's; Mrs. OWiield Hvedin Swiithampl on Street. WUkea 

Will liir bou^ tn Bow Street, next door but one t« the theatre ; Gjirrick and 
KLldJm lodged in it. I tlmught ihb bfi?rin-,4tiQii respectibg our truly dasilc 
poiffld mi^fat ti&t be unLitercstiiig to yon.** — £u.] 
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which did not continue long, probably because the 
reviewers put their names to it. To be praised by 
one of the heroes of Retaliation appeared to me a 
piece of good fortune beyond all others ; too good 
even for my vanity to take without drawback. 

I have spoken of the laugh of Mrs. Jordan. There 
is a delightful little poem by Clement Marot, On the 
Laugh of Madame D^Albret^ which seems to re- 
cord a similar quintessence of glee, cordiality, and 
lightness. It reminded me of her the moment I 
read it. 

DU RIS DE MADAME D'ALBRET. 

Elle ha tres bien ceste gorge d'albastre, 

A doux iMrler, ce cler tainct« ces beaux jeux ; 

Mais, en effect, ce petit ris follastre, 

C'est a mon gre, ce qui lui sied le mieux: 

Elle en pourroit les chemins et les lieuz, 

Ou elle passe, a plaisir inciter : 

Et si ernuy me venoit contrister, 

Tnnt que par mort fusta ma vie abbatue, 

111 ne faudroit, pour me resusciter, 

Que ce ris la, duquel elle me tue. 

Yes. that fair neck, too beautiful by half, 
Those eyes, that voice, that bloom, all do her honor : 

Yet after all, that little giddy laugh 
Is what, in my mind, sits the best upon her. 

Good God ! 'twould make the very streets and ways 
Through which she passes, burst into a pleasure ! 

Did melancholy come to mar my days* 
And kill me in the lap of too much leisure, 

No spell were wanting, from the dead to raise me, 

But only that sweet laugh, wherewith she slays me. 




No. nL 
PICCADILLY AND THE WEST END. 

ho T vta*ety streets ; lo I aqi^res that cottrt the breue. — Thousom. 

IF I bad henltli, and my friends were .ill coin- 
tbrtable.^ and the world as happy us it might 
be, and I could tran&port everybody where I pleased 
as well as myself^ and books were as plentiful as 
bhickberries, and a thousand other things (as some- 
body snid) were a thousand other things, the pleas- 
ure I should Like in writing these papers would 
be tnconceivLible. As it is, it is no rnenn conso- 
lation. The liouse I generally write in hemg large, 
1 contrive to dismiss certain little scholars I have 
into a distant play*rooml^ and get an hour to myself 
after breakflist, uninterrupted ; — tlic sound of a wood 
fire is crackling^ in my ears; — and u*ith a fresh pen 
and a finr sheet of paper^ I begin,* 

But I am fancying myself in Italy : and forget 1 
am in London, at the West End of the town* 

By the West End of the town^ I understand Picca- 
dilly, the squares, and their neighborhood, as far as 
the Regent's Park. The other parks ought to be in- 
cluded : but I must treat of them another time* 



• In miaVleUer to Southey* L;igh Hunt'i "HtUff scholars** are afftfCtjon- 

UtJy iTiciiimiied- II «« is tlie paasafii* : — ** L^tgh Hiint i* now in lialy ; on 

I depart LJ re to which Uad whH mud; regret I took my leuve of him and of hii 

ittk fiTtmity — fir-veo of them, «*, with their motJjcr — aini Pi kind a $t;t uf little 

pi*, jw i(ITe^j«»t3te children, 4m ever blessed a psTcat- Had you seen Lhem, sir*, 

E thxak f^m cDuHd mit have looked u^d them lu to many JittLe Jfjaai^ai, but r2ti)«r 

i of the vewel^i idifir^ (hat ws* to b«tr sueh m fr^igJOtt €^ lovt/* -^ Ea, 

3 
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The West End is a very agreeable portion of the 
world to me for three reasons : — Imprimis, because I 
have lived there ; secondly, because it is the next 
part of the town to Hampstead, my other place of 
abode ; and thirdly, because it contains the fairest 
portion of God's creatures under the sun. If the two 
first reasons are thought egotistical, they will be 
found to resemble most others given by people for 
their preference of places. The only diflTerence be- 
tween them and me is, that I tell what I feel. As to 
the third reason, it is not only what no Englishman 
will dispute, but no Frenchman or Italian that has 
seen English women. But of this, more hereafter. 

The West End may be supposed to commence at 
Leicester Square. It is but a mongrel square, a 
mixture of house and shop ; but it is green in the 
middle, and contains a statue of some prince. There 
are people who object to these royal statues, thinking 
it a pity that they are not rather those of some great 
philosophers, poets, or other public benefactors. But 
when they reflect that the faces are too far off to be 
seen, and that few persons know who they are, the 
objection perhaps will vapish. In Leicester Square, 
at the house of Sir Joshua Reynolds (situate, I be- 
lieve, in the west side, towards the alley from which 
you cross into Coventry Street), were many meetings 
of Johnson, Goldsmith, and others. Leicester House 
(now lost in the large house with shops on the north 
side) was the residence of Frederick, Prince of Wales,* 

* In the diseases and jarrinj; tempers of this prince and his wife, may be dis- 
cerned the seeds of the unforttmate malady which afflicted the late king, their 
son. [Oeorse III., who was deprived of reason daring the last ten years s£ his 
life.— Ed.] . 
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who afTectcd t!ie love of liberty, and pjitronized 
Thomson.* VVhitcomb Street was formerly called 
Hedge Lane, no doubt from a hine which ran up 
rXrom Clianing Cross to the fields about Piccadilly 
and Marj^leboiie. Think of lovers liavmg walked 
here on a May-morning i In a house opposite Cov- 
entry Street lodged an early friend of jninc, whom 
it is a comfort to me to take even this obscure way 
of noticing. He was an intelligent fellow, full of 
goodness, and in love with music, and poetry, and 
nil good things, I once walked with him a hundred 
and twelve miles along the coast from Margate to 
Brighton^ talking^ laughing, nnd singing all the way, 
eating breakfasts which made us aslijimcd to ask for 
more, and falling to sleep at night the moment we 
kid our heads on the pillow. We did it in four days* 
Poor J. R. ! He had an overstock of love, which was 
not veiy happily placed. He become sick, unsuccess- 
ful, a wanderer ; and was at last taken prisoner by 
the French, and died during the long detention of - 
his counlrv^mcn by Napoleon* He wrote me a long 
ktter from Bagneres, where he had been su tiered to 
go for the benelit of his health t and I delayed, from 
day to day^ in order to write him as long an answer, 
1;11 I delayed for mouths, and heard of his death. 
The letter has been upon my conscience ever since. 
It would be a useful task for those who have been 
culpable during their lives on the score of delay, and 
other petty neglects of duty, to set down upon paper 

* Ldgh Huqt tbould not b^vc farf^ticn Hcgartb, who lived attl:^ ** Falitt£f'« 
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all the unkind and serious consequences resulting 
from it. There are petty as well as great remorses 
which people feel, on and off, during the whole of 
their lives ; and a good many of them amount to a 
good large remorse ; and with reason, considering 
what they do. I have an assortment of my own. 
which make me speak. The one in question has 
never suffered me to pass by that house, or think of 
it, without a pang. I hope it was on a more fanciful 
account that Dr. Johnson always avoided going 
through Sydney's, or Cranborne Alley, in this neigh- 
borhood, I forget which. 

In Piccadilly, during the time of Cromwell and the 
Stuarts, was a house of entertainment with a bowl- 
ing-green, where the gentry and members of Parlia- 
ment used to refresh themselves. Here came the 
sprightly wits of the court, and the grave heads that 
earned for us our liberties. Parliament at that time 
used to meet at eight in the morning. If statesmen 
got a little too much wine after dinner, it was in hon- 
or of Pliyllis and Chloe, and not to put themselves in 
a fit state for settling the aflairs of the world. They 
did their work with clear heads ; and if they gam- 
bled, gambled in the open air, which is better than 
losing one*s money and health together in the club- 
rooms about St. James's. It is doubtful whether the 
Burlington House mentioned in Gray*s Trivia was 
the one in Piccadilly, or another in the Strand : 
most probably the former. I cannot refer to books. 
As the passage, however, is metropolitan and pleas- 
ant, I will lay it before the reader : — 
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*'Co(Ffie, Fctrtescue, ftnjc^re, e«perietiwd fneii4 
TLy brief^i, ihy dc^ds and eveti thy (oti, iuipcvtdi 
Come, let lis leare^ the TcmplcV silent walli^ 
Me lauiitiess iq my disianl lodging i^is: 
I'hrmij+d the Jong Str.itie.1 t"UetlieT ]et uavtrajr^ 
WttK thee iconvttsing [ Jbrgel the way* 
Qchald that nArrc»w street whkh steep descendi, 
WIio'm: buildir^ to the tMmy shuts extends ^ 
H«r(i Arundel *s famed itructure reefed its frame, 
The street alone retaiD^ in empty DAitne. 
Where Tiiijin'4 glowinfi paini ihe caiiVLti wamierl, 
And Rciphaers f^ir a-f-si^n with judjzmeni charmeti, 
Ntiw hrnjgs iKc fjciliman'js sortg, and parted here 
T\-\i colored prInU &f Ovvrion apfi^''- 
Wht*rt staitics Lrcaihed, the wurk of Pkidiai* h*mdSt 
A wooden pump or lomd^ watch-house sti^ndA. 
There Essex'' sLiEely pile adorned the shore, 
Thefe Cecilys, Bedford' i, Viliiera*, now tio more. 
Vet BurHofion's imr pRkce still remaias i 
Beauty witbjn, without propanum reisna. 
Beneath hts eye dedafina Art revives^, 
Tlte wait wjlh attimaied picture Itvei^ 
Tlnei'e H;indtfi ftrikea Lhef'trings, the nteltin)^ straia 
Transports the suiil, and ihnlh tlirough every Vein- 
There oft I eislef (l.iwt Willi! dfaifer shoes) 
For BurUngtcm's beloved by every Muse.'* 

Handel and Gsiy must havt; found two subjects of 
mutual interest: mu&ic« of wliicli the latter was a 
judge ; and good eating, in which, Congreve tells us, 
he was a great per farmer.* Handel set his pretty 
Srreoata of Acis and Galatea to musiCi I have never 
been inside Burlington House j but I once witnessed 
an adventure inside tlic gates, which Gay might have 
written upon hnd he seen it, and Handel have set to 
mnsic with drums and trnmpets* The reader must 
know I have been a soldicrj have had a red coyt and 

• Jii ai kUtr to Pope. See Spencers Anecdotes. "As the French pliika 

(.rt- " - - ^ ' — ^ "tijetl lQ prcve his existence by c^giia, trgo mm. 

I: ; exisieace i s tdii ir^a tit^ * ' Gay ' s pocni* abound with al- 

R., _ iJ dfiiikitiB. {Thackeray »aya Gay WW "Ibfaver ealiog 

tt4 Mrymg: gcod ibimsK. " <— Ed.] 
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great long green feather, and bivouacked in Du- 
four's Place. I have seen horrid war at Wormwood 
Scrubbs, and marched from " Ealing to Acton " in 
all the dusty glory of a campaign. Our regiment 
had not been long organized, when it was announced 
to us that we were to have Lord A. for our colonel, 
and that his lordship would make his first appear- 
ance among us on a certain morning, on the parade 
before Burlington House. We mustered about a 
thousand strong at that time, and were all under arms 
on the day appointed, anxious and exalted. On a 
sudden the great gates are thrown open, the band 
strikes up, the regiment presents arms, and his lord- 
ship, on a gallant white charger, instead of riding 
tenderly in, introduces himself to us by pitching head 
foremost over his horse's neck ! The debut was awk- 
ward : the sympathy hardly made it better ; but noth- 
ing came of the bad omen ; unless it was prophetic 
of the prostration which was afterwards required of 
the noble lord in China, and which he so naturally 
refused to make. The ko-tou to the band-major was 
certainly enough, once in a man's life. 

Golden Square is a vile square, though it was 
once among the most fashionable.* You gather this 
from the slip-slop novels, which always make a point 
of being high-bred. No hero can have an interesting 
aspect, and no heroine a becoming wretchedness of 
mind, unless the family have an establishment in Port- 
man or Grosvenor Square to support it. Soho Square 



* " I have a grim pleasure in thinking tha Golden Square was once the resort 
of the aristocracy," says Thackeray, in a delightful digression on the mutatioBS 
of fuhion, in Philip. — Ed* 
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is much better than Golden, for it has trees,* A 

^at impmvement has been made of lute years in this 
rwpect in most of the squares ; but the two just 
mentioned together cerbiinjy bear the pahii. They 
are all great ornaments to the town, and serve to 
keep it healthy* In some paits of Italy they have a 
pretty custom of putting inscriptions over tlie doors 
and gateways, both hi town and country* I have 
often thought that mottoes would be an addition both 
agreeable and useful to the doors of our fine houses 
It the West End. The spaces over the entrances seem 
to invite them. The passengers would be amused ; 
and the householder who put up the inscription (for 
every new possessor should have his own) would feci 
it a sort of tie on his character. Devices of all kinds 
arc useful in this point of view, except hereditary 
on^s; for those are not a man's own, and remind him 
of fjothing but the aiiUquity of his family* Once and 
away, they may give him a just pride or as Just a 
qualm. A cuiious list of contrasts might be made 
otit between modern lands and the mottoes to their 
arms. 

The long streets without shops to them, in this part 
of the town, and with bnck houses all built in the 
same miuiner, have a strange look to persons who have 
re«ided in Italy. In the cities there, the houses vary 
at every step, and are faced with stucco. The ad- 
v;mtage is on the side of the London houses in point 



i, • Sk Roger De Coverley lived in Sotio Squ^ire duriftci; his vi&its to Lantlon In 
I ** fiae^fentkmaft day%;*' but laier m life b£ prcftiiTed humbler qti^tteti 
I b bmnu Whea )^ vsme up %o London to gel ? siglit tif Priiica Ei^geuq, 
he k4<fld in Norfolk Street* — Et>. 



40 THE WISHING-CAP PAPERS. 

of snugness, especially on the ground floors, which in 
Italy have the windows barred over with iron, which 
gives them a prison look. It is impossible also for 
an Englishman, at least in winter time, to divest him- 
self of the preference due to the snug curtains and 
carpets all over the house inside, things which do not 
abound in the south. But in point of architecture 
and general appearance, there is no comparison. The 
houses in Italy are on a larger scale, the variety inter- 
esting, and the proportions very often beautiful and in 
high taste. The stucco and marble also suit the blue 
sky. You see that the houses belong to a country of 
artists. Nevertheless, give me the West End of my 
old metropolis with its world of comfort, its firesides, 
and its fair faces. I flit from drawing-room to draw- 
ing-room, delighted with the endless succession of 
wealth, beauty, and elegance, the music, the books, 
the graceful sisterhoods, the respectable parents, — in 
short, with everything except the climate oyer their 
heads, and the spleen too often in their faces. What 
a pity the whole world cannot exchange their advan- 
tages with one another ! 

In Marylebone, Pope went for a short time to 
school. There was a house and bowling-green there 
in his time, similar to the one in Piccadilly, which I 
suppose it succeeded. It was frequented by the best 
company, bowls at that time being a game justly 
held in estimation. Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham, 
was so constant a visitor, that he was said to live 
there. Marylebone Gardens afterwards became cel- 
ebrated for the same entertainments as the modern 
Vauxhall. They existed up to a late period. Chat- 
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tertoo wrote a cantata for them ; a burlesque (if I 
remember) of the quarrels and amours of the pag^an 
heaven* The Th rales had a hous6 In Hanover 
Sqiiane, where Johnson visited. 

The West End of Loodon, for an ohvtous reason, is 
of little interest in a clasaical point of view, com- 
pared with other parts of the town. One or two 
writers like Gibbon do nothing^ for so great a quarter. 
Even Covent Garden is not the most inspired ground, 
Ttie most sacred pl:tces are now occupied by the 
money-changers of Cornhill and the Borough. Of 
these in my next. But O for the evenings again that 
I have passed tliere^ especially at a liouse at the other 
end of Oxford Street ! The N/s lived there, the most 
Catholic of Catholics, for their spirit embraced the 
whole world,* There we should have waked the 
night-owl with a ciitch, had an owl been vvitliin hear- 
ing. The watch n:i an did instead. The solitary pas* 
senger who was astonished at our Laughing Trios, 
was not the less so at the majestic rolling of the organ 
that would follow it ; just emblem of the devotion for 
ail good things which we had in our hearts. There 
came J. G-, a set of aiiy crotchets in the shape of a 
miin; nnd IL R. (always ready with his tenor, his 
joke, and his breathinj^ nod of acquiescence), for 
whom I shall have another pang in my conscience 
If I do not write to him (not because he will die, but 
ijccausc he %vill think my friendship is dead, which it 
can never be), and C. C, %vho groaned a hundred times 
of an evening in the fullness of his satisfaction (1 



• llie ?foTdl4>s. See Charles Lajnti*t btter to Hunt* and the Chapter cm 
ttn in the E«»y» of Eha. — En 
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hope to hear shortly that benevolent grind of his 
epiglottis) ; and the G.s' pleasant specimens of hu- 
manity ; and Kate H., a beauty fit to take coffee with 
the party in the Rape of the Lock : — 

** On her white breast a sparkling cross she wore^ 
Which Jews might kiss, and infidels adore. " 

And it was as Catholic too as that of Belinda. 
Kate was tall, had a fine black head of hair, with 
eyes to match, and a face made for a portrait. When 
she came home from the play, and sat down in her 
long scarlet mantle, showing only her throat and fine 
curls, and sparkling smiles, you saw how many eyes 
had been looking at her from the pit. A husband 
carried her off to a distance, and we never saw her 
again, which was unfair : I wonder how these hus- 
bands reconcile it to their consciences. C. L. came 
there sometimes " to wonder at our quaint spirits," 
with a quainter spirit of his own. He would put up 
with no anthems but Kent's, and with no songs but 
Water parted from the Sea. His sister humbly sug- 
gested, at a beautiful passage in Mozart, that she 
thought there was some merit in that. He would 
not hear of it. What was the consequence ? Why, 
that he got loved by everybody in spite of his in- 
tolerance ; which, with him, is apt to have more hu- 
manity in it than the liberality of other men. 




^HEN I entered tlie metropolis on my pres- 
ent %isii, I lighted with my Wishing-Cap on 
St Paul's Cathedral. Could I have fancied a devil 
with me on so sacred a place, I should have taken 
mystjlf for Don Cleofas in the novel ; for roofs and 
walls fly open before me, as easily as I fly over them ; 
and I saw in an instant the whole neighborhood, with 
all that vras going on inside the honses. The inhabi- 
ianls need not be abritied, as it is not my intention to 
pursue the likeness between this paper and the Devil 
on Two Sticks any farther at present I shall content • 
tnjself with expressing the agreeable surprise that 
seized me on observing a little room, the inhabitant of 
which WAS nursing an abundance of plants and flowers 
against the spring. Among them was even an orange 
tree. Tlie very spirit of tlie Flora Domestica seemed 
tx>be there* Surely, thought Ij Nature must love those 
who have so much love for hen If they have joy, 
the joy must be doubled; and though they be full of 
Konrow, tnere must be still room, as in the cup of the 
Ambian, for the rose-leaf to swim at top* 

At their old place of resort in St PauTs Church- 
yaid« I used to meet the survivors of the dinner par** 
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ties of Mr. Johnson, the respectable bookseller. There 
was G., buckling himself up, with his arms crossed, 
for a controversy ; and F., like a little old white- 
headed lion, " full of sound and fury,'* but by no 
means " signifying nothing ; " and L. E., one of a 
volatile generation, who have the art of settling them- 
selves into teachers ; and good old gaunt Bonnycastle 
(whom I name openly because he is no more), full of 
his anecdotes and his Shakespeare, and showing his 
teeth when he smiled, like a Houyhnhnm condescend- 
ing to wear a human shape : and hist, but not least, that 
whole body of the magistracy personified, Horace- 
loving old Kinnaird, a romantic aristocrat, to whom 
God save the King was a requiem, and a bow from 
a court officer a beatific vision. His frame, poor 
fellow ! was like a square mile of dropsy ; but he had 
a large sparkling black eye, like a boy ; and he quoted 
his Horate, and told his anecdote of " my lud North" 
to the last. For all his excess of loyalty, he was hu- 
mane to us Jacobins, his adoration of rank being 
mainly connected with a notion of its high breeding. 
To give him quotation for quotation, — to answer, 
when he said, — 

" Persicos odi, puer, apparatus," — 

"Ah J Mr. Kinnaird, and that the elegant invitation 
to Maecenas, — * 

* Tyrrhena regum progenies,' " — 

was a bond of union with him forever. 

I take a melancholy satisfaction (being an author) 
in walking down Paternoster Row. The booksellers 
hereabouts and eastwards do not make. their shop 
windows so lively as those of the Strand and West 
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Ejid^ Mr. Hunter, in St PauTs Churchyard, humane- 
ly shows us a portrait of Mr* Edgeworth or Mr* Day, 
to qualify the dryness of his divinity ; • but the mere 
warehouse look of the shops of Messrs. Longman 
and others is a satire on the trade* 

The City and the Borough contain the most classi- 
cal ground in the metropolis. In the former, besides 
Pope and Gray, were born three out of the foyr great 
English poets, — Chaucer, Spenser, and Milton : the 
literar}^ clubs and taverri*meetings of the age of Sh; 
speare were held in Fleet Street and Cornhill ; an^ 
Shakespeare^s theatre was over the water by the 
Borough* Another stood near the present Apothe- 
caries* Hail, in Blackfriars. l^rom the Borough Chau- 
cer set out on the journey to Canterbury with his 
Pilgrims. I have touched upon these matters before [ 
hut I repeat them here, partly for the pleasure of 
doing so, and partly to remark how the celebrity aris- 
ing from authorship survives every othen Okl city 
palaces J the dwellings of a proud, nobility, have fallen 
one after the other : you must now dig for their me- 
morials in dusty books. Political tumults have sha- 
ken perhaps every street in London ; you must search 
for ihem in old chronicles, which are not read by one 
person in a mtlljon. But in the living productions 



* Ekhsrcl I^ovdl E^geworth^ brolher of M^rla Edgcwonlu "Mt. Edge* J 
»qnh,*' sqys Sydney Smltk, in a review of the essay ou Irish Bullsy "i 
It. r. ..„-. ^1.. ^nutiraeat* of an accompHshcd gentkman, the ioffiftnation of a 
• ! vivacity of a lirsr-r^te harlequin. He is fuddled with animal 

•V' iih conftUtunci^al joy 4 in such a state he must hiive writlen on, 

or huni. A dii>d^arjc oi ink was an evucuatirtn sbsolutcly nE^essary to avaid 
^J arrd pkibt>ric ttJngcilion/* Mr^ Day h the good aiid ecoentric Tboinai 
Di^ auLlior of Ssmdforil and Martmi. -- Kn. 
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of genius sui*vive at once the rare individuals born, 
and the places that gave them birth. A petty inci- 
dent in the life of one of these men shall be repeated 
a hundred times to do honor to a particular spot. It 
is said to be on record, that Chaucer was fined a 
shilling for beating a friar in Fleet Street, — a cir- 
cumstance that hardly seems compatible with the 
. character of the gentle poet, who describes himself 
as shy in his manners, and going along with his eyes 
bent on the ground. But if the reader has been in 
the south, and seen what sturdy vagabonds there are 
among reverend persons, trudging along with their 
hard, sneering faces, their staves, and their dirty drug- 
get cloaks, the provocation seems far from unlikely ; 
especially when it is considered that our poet, for all 
his gentleness, was somewhat of an uproarious re- 
former. 

It must be confessed that it is not easy to walk 
about London and indulge in retrospective meditation. 
The noise being great, as Cowley would say, is little. 
It might serve to deafen itself, like the Falls of Niaga- 
ra ; but to be shouldered out of one's reverie is not so 
pleasant. It seems as impossible for anybody but a 
hypochondriac to think in Cheapside as for a fish in 
the Channel to be at rest. Yet I prefer a hundred 
times making my way in the most crowded streets to 
walking along a suburban city street, which is neither 
town nor country, — neither City nor West End. In 
the City, shops and a certain bustle are fitting. Every^- 
thing ought to be alive, — the pavement, the windows, 
the prospect. A genuine piece of quiet is good, but 
tills must be in some 6ld street or corner. Bread 




StTeet has a right to be trmnquil, both because it is 

cient and because Milton was born tJiere. To go 
lirowgh Christ'Hogpttal,* when my old school- fellows 
are at their books, is a pleasant transitton from the 
bustle of grown life to the dreams of boyhood. Any 
tpot, where yoit meet with a piece of antique build- 
ing, a Gothic archway, or an old tottering house with 
a coat of arms upon it» is a happy variety, I have a 
particular respect for Austin Friars, for a reason 
which I shall give presently. But rather than walk 
in one of your ** respectable " new streets, such as the 
**gen<eel" ramifications out of Blackfriars Road or 
die Chy Rond, I would take my stroll through all 
the old alleys, from Pudding Lane to Pie Corner* I 
must have either antiquity to remind me of the past 
generations I or something busy and going on to warm 
my heart with the present* A new monotonous brick 
street, full, perhaps, of government dependants, who 
puss their lives between *' the dc^sk's dead wood " and 
a vegetation in those long lines of pots from the hrick- 
kiln» — if I were one of them, I would sooner live in 
a brick-field itself, provided there were a single tree 
to look at from my windovr* It is true they walk out 
of an evening in the dusty roads. O, charitable Sur- 
rey Theatre, and Sadler's Wells-t and thou Bugnigge 
(who ought to be in being, if thou art not), w^rongly 
arc ye despised by the independent gentlemen who 
nrc fortunate enough to vegetate and be in flower at 
the West End 1 What the coach-maker and tailor are 



* TtiiB^ Htmt arista ins, in his Autebiergraphyj is ita propirr ijudc^ and noi 
Chnrtfti^i Hi«4p|fal. at iJimb miU it in bift two €ua^ en the pld kHq^I. — Sd, 
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to them, helping them to their movable pots and 
their tulip fashions, are ye to the sadder and more 
thinking generation of the* dwellers in by-places. 
O, half price at the great theatres I much more foul- 
mouthed are they who cry out against thee, because 
thou disturbest their polite sympathy at the fourth 
act, than the throng of money economists, who, re- 
leased from their long and respectable patience, burst 
in upon thy expanded doors, time enough to supply 
themselves with criticism for the next week on Mr. 
Kean and Mr. Macready, and Mr. Liston in the farce. 
Besides, what would our worthy London 'prentices 
do in the absence of their old city sports and tumul- 
tuous meetings, when the cry of " clubs ! " iised to fur- 
nish them with a proper supply of hard blows and 
sympathy for one another? To you, gentle sub-urban- 
ites (not excepting the Cobourg, though its name be 
modern and its gentility somewhat vociferous), to you 
they repair " to light their wasted urns," — to rub off 
the scurf generated by money-getting and hard ser- 
vice, and fit themselves for becoming creditors, magis- 
trates, and givers of good dinners. Unfortunately, 
this intellectual regimen is not so good for digestion 
as the foot-ball and target-shooting, in which our 
gallant apprentices excelled of old. Our shopmen 
partake with others of the sickliness of a lettered 
generation. They must have their tea to carry off 
the vapors, and to generate more. "Mighty roast 
beef" is an enemy not to be encountered with the old 
impunity ; and gout and peevishness occupy their arm- 
chairs, amidst a world of provoking comforts, at a time 
of life when your citizen used only to be reasonably 
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bilious* This is attributed to the progress of civiJi- 
zaUoiit and to '* tis yonlh/' tlie authors %vho grow 
sickly ourselves in writing; against effeminacy* But 
iirlth the leave of those who at once complain and 
are proud of the refinement of the age in which 
they live, our civilization is not so extreme as wc 
pretend. No state of ttian has arrived at a proper 
pitch of civilization in which fair play is not attended 
to between its intellectual and corporal faculties. I 
confess* *' for my own private eating," I would rather 
have been a citizen of the age of Elizabeth, my 
cheel^ glowiug not only with beef and pudding, but 
witli fresh air and a hundred merry games ; but, 
nevertheless, my content to be a sick author in the 
nineteenth century *^ hath a prefer^nent in it" I 
think* with a modern philosopher, thai we must 
come round again to our gymnastics at last; and, 
when we do this, having meanwhile got our books 
jind our love of liberty into the bargain, the world 
will be better ofl' than if London contained the only 
gallant apprentices going, and the rest of Europe 
were full of slavery and superstition. 

Some drawbacks on the health of our ancient 
citizens must not he forgotten. Their streets were 
noiTOWi which uitimately produced a plague; and, in 
the time of Henry the Eighth, when Erasmus visited 
England, it appears that the nation who now pride 
ibcmselves above? all others on the becoming clean- 
linci^s of their houses (for Dutch cleanness is dull 
excess) t were, — with humility be it spoken, — ^one 
of the filthiest under the sun. I cannot refer to the 
I have a vivid recollection of it. He 
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describes our sitting or dining-rooms as incrusted with 
a mass of dirt and refuse, ill concealed by the rushes 
strewed over it, and never swept away. A sense of 
what is due to humanity ultimately increases in every 
respect with the progress of knowledge ; and this is 
what makes me hope that we shall at last find out 
the secret of being both healthy and wise. 

When Erasmus was in England he lodged in Aus- 
tin Friars. 

Austin Friars, I love thee : and yet it is not for 
this. Still less is it for St. Austin and his brethren ; 
nor yet for thy being so quiet and well-bred *a re- 
treat. It is because of the feelings with which I used 
to turn down thine archway, when a boy, to visit 
the family of the T.'s. The T.'s, reader, were among 
the most eminent families in the mercantile world, 
and remain so still. The princely character of the 
English merchant, has perhaps, never been carried 
higher than by some of them. But the charm of a 
respectable English family is ever to be found in- 
doors. The T.'s never forsook the friends they had 
known so long, in spite of politics and misfortune. 
I used to think sometimes that an East India Di- 
rector, who visited them, looked rather askance at 
dinner-time upon the stuff of my school coats ; but 
a smile from A. T., or a challenge to a glass of 
wine from the father, who used to sit (to my equal 
veneration and terror), panting with asthma, at the 
head of the table, soon reassured me. As for the 
stranger, privately speaking, I thought that my Hor- 
ace and Demosthenes gave me a right to sit at table 
with any man : and I think so still. To this house, 
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With its music and its kindness, and to another at 
the other end of the town, where there was a gal- 
lery of pictures, I attribute much of the coloring of 
my after-life, — I mean of my ideas and likings* Both 
had gardens J the latter of a si^e as well as tranquil- 
lity enough to surprise a visitor in London (at least, 
it cuts an important figure in my memor}^), and the 
Drapers* Gardens abutted on it i so that the imagi- 
nation » in the very mid&t of the city, reposed on gar- 
den upon garden* But the best thing in the house, 
even better than the matronly grace and kindness of 
the mistress of it, was a little apartment, one of two 
or three which the best-hearted girl upon earth had 
to herself, and to %vhjch I used to hasten up with 
my mother before dinner, when there was no music 
practising below* There was a small act of book- 
belves in it, containing, among other books, the 
Turkish Spy, ^ — a work that used to puzzle me ex- 
ceedingly, and which, I will be bound for it, was as 
great a pu5!;jEle to A. [I long to mention her namcj 
for it is as feminine and handsome a one as can be 
conceived, and four syllables long to boot; but I 
fear to startle the unaffected modesty of the bearer 
with a more public mention than I can help.] This 
place was a little sanctuary in my eyes. It was a 
beautiful sight to see the excellent but care-worn per- 
son that brought mc with her met affectionately at 
ihe door with both outstretched hands of a fine girl 
of eighteen, and served with all the respect and 
attention that could have waited on a princess, I 
wonder how I can write about it with dry eyes. 
Many years afterwards, when the new generation 
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had grown up, and parted different ways, I had the 
pleasure of seeing A. once again (now no longer T.), 
and showing her my eldest born, whom I had named 
after her family. Time had not taken away her 
smile.* I might have known her, perhaps, still, not- 
withstanding my politics; and I have a hundred 
times reproached myself that I did not try. 



No. V. 
WHITEHALL. 

Veterum penetralia regum."— Virgil. 
The insides of the old abodes of kings. 

THE more I loiter about my old places of 
abode, the more I long to stay. What I relate 
has no pretensions to the notice of the antiquary. 
He is acquainted with it already. My antiquities 
are all out of Pennant, with the exception of what I 
glean here and there from the wits and poets. The 
only value of my pictures (if any) is in the coloring, 
and in the figures occasionally introduced. 

Charing Cross was so called from one of the affec- 
tionate memorials set up by Edward the First, in 
honor of places at which his wife's body rested on its 
way to interment at Westminster. The cross here 



• Thornton Leigh Hunt, the "dear little T. H." of Elia's Witches and 
Other Night Fears ; and the subject of one of Lamb's poems. We hope the 
reader is familiar with Leigh Hunt's beautiful lines To T. H. L., Six Years 
Old, during Sickness. — A. T. is Almeria Thornton, of whom and of her 
fiunily there is considerable additional information in The Autobiography of 
Leigh Hunt. — Ed. 
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was the last. Its place is now occupied by the statue 
of Charles the First, an unfitting ornament for a free 
city, Ixidccd It can be considered in no Dtlier light 
than that of an insulting rebuke. Nobody h respon- 
sible for the insult now, because it has been of long 
standing ; but the spirit that has maintained and al- 
lowed it is not favorxible to liberty, nor just to the 
tine spirit of t!ie constitution. The constant assump- 
tion, on the part of this representative of Charles the 
First, of a right to beard it thus ostentatiously among 
the people, and look in a triumphant manner towards 
WhkehaU, has its effect, even in stone and brass* 
The forms of encroachment make i;vay for the sub- 
Itance* These are the helps to the gradual introduc- 
tion of soldiers^ that are now suffered to stand sentinel 
at museums and theatres, certainly in contradiction to 
the spirit of English liberty. A free people ought 
not to be familiarized in this manner with royal dom- 
inations and liveries. There is a bust of Cbarlc?s the 
First indecently overlooking the avenue to the House 
of Commons,* When the passage was undergoing 
repairs some years back, the bust was missed by a late 
minifeter, and eagerly inquired after. The workmen 
satisfied the anxiety of the minister, and all went 
right, Charles's illegal entrance into the House of 
Commons, with the intention of seizing the five mem- 
bers (the proceeding which afterwards brought him 
to the block), rendered his appearance iit such aqtiar- 
tcr still more insulting* It is true, there arc statues 
in other places, of princes of the house that displaced 

^ ThU btut does not appear tQ have been put tip in PentiPRt** lime^ He 
•peaks oTit ikji estlatmE^ but not in it& pit«ieat situabDii. It would be cllrluiUE to 
knnw who put it there* 
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his family. In Russell Square we have even a Whigj 
nobleman and a Whig statesman. But Charles's 
statue is the most conspicuous and in the most con- 
spicuous and crowded place of any in London ; and 
Charles Fox would not be allowed to confront him 
in the Parliament Avenue, where he has at least as 
much right to appear. Even a Whig sovereign is not 
allowed to see fair play; which is surely unthankful 
in one quarter, and not eminently unslavish in anoth- 
er. In a thoroughfare behind Whitehall (skulking out 
of sight, but " insinuated," as it were, " into the 
boxes '* ) is a statue of James the Second ! 

All the noble thoroughfare, now called Whitehall, 
with the buildings on either side, extended along the 
river as far as Scotland Yard on one side, and up to 
the street turning into Spring Gardens on the other, 
occupies the ground of the immense palace formerly 
existing under the same name. It was begun by the 
Earl of Kent in the reign of the third Henry, and be- 
came the palace of the Archbishops of York, and the 
residence of Wolsey. It is the scene of the masquer- 
ade in Henry the Eighth. A great tnasquerade has 
been played there by Time. Here Wolsey, that mag- 
nificent "Jack-priest of the world," displayed his 
pomps and vanities, grew fat and diseased with de- 
bauchery, gave out imperial healths in his gold cups ; 
and at last burst like a bubble. Henry condescended 
4:o buy the house, and went swelling both it and him- 
self in his turn, till he became too fat to write his 
name.* The various exercises which he pursued in 

* An historical &ct. He had a seal made to stamp with instead, and must 
be imagined moving his body and arm round to achieve the signature, like a 
porpoise with something stuck in his fin. 



this place (for there were a tennis-court, tilting-yard, 

cock-pit, and bowling-green, and he wai fond of 
robust games) appear to have only been made subser- 
vient to the prodigiousness of his appetites. Eating 
atid drinkingj gallantry and divinity, he fell to the in 
all with the thirsty self-will and iron nerves of an 
athlete ; only his divinity made him careful to marry 
before he murdered.* 

The pomps and vanities of Elizabeth were better 
warranted, though she lectured a bishop out of her 
pew for alluding to them. Her three thousand dress- 
es (for such was the number found hi her wardrobe) 
have almost as many excuses, when we recollect what 
a noise she made as queen and woman^ and what a 
number of high and gallant tastes were prepared to 
admire her* It is true, she had ''' too much sense,*' 
was '* too gi-eat a queen, *^ &c,, but in these matters 
much sense is very apt not to be enough j nor do 
find that w^omen, or even men, of the greatest 

nd gravest sense, arc above the little artifices that 



• FnSkt, m his Chuifdi Histocy, tdh a good stofy of Henry the Eighth and 

; ^jot. *'Kia-A Henry," aays the old divine, "had lately set forth a book 

^hi^t LiiiheT^ endeavcFFiug ibe confatation ot his, opinions as tiovet arvd tin-' 

mnd *' None ^Uipcct thii king's bck of Icarnioj^ (though ruany his lack of lei- 

miK iFom bi^ plit2Lsiir«s} for ^ucth a design ; however, ti ia probable some oilier 

DaEDENER gathcfed; the flowera (rtijiide the col] cctiooiX though King Hepry 

tKij tht hciTior to wear the posy, carrying the credit m the title thereof 

To requite his paiha the pope honored himaiiid his succussors with aaperioDs 

titK **A Defender of the Faith," . . , There ij a trqdition, that Kirtg 

Menty** fool (though tnorc truly to he termed by another nameJt commg intO' 

L|^ court, Jrnd Ending Ihtr king trans^xnted v^th an unusaal joy, boldly asked of 

Ipm the cau«« ihcreLiI; to whntn thekhag amtwered* H wa»i betause that the pope 

1 hMUOtrd him ivith a style more eitiiaent than any of hisaucestui^ " 0| good 

[ttiiry/' quotlt the fonl, " let thou and f defend one another, Aod kt the^ilh 

^ ^ne in defend i(&d£*' ** Ed 
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help to set off their persons. Age and misfortune 
make a difference, but the misfortune must be new 
indeed that diminishes the vanity of a throne. In 
those times pomp and splendor were thought to 
belong as much to the person of the sovereign as 
the state ; though nothing, it must be confessed, was 
omitted or discontinued that could bring round the 
world to a different way of thinking. Here, in the 
tilt-yard at Whitehall, did Elizabeth, " in her sixty- 
fifth year, wrinkled face, red periwig, little eyes, 
hooked nose, skinny lips, and black teeth," pre- 
side over the chivalrous exercises, and receive the 
homage of her gallant knights, who stormed alle- 
gorical forts to get at her " beautjr," and died in 
all sorts of eloquent despairs if she averted the heav- 
en of her looks. It was a set of poetical grown chil- 
dren " making believe," and more grave and self-de- 
ceiving than smaller ones. For we must not suppose 
that the self-deception was confined to Elizabeth. 
Her adoring courtiers would marry secretly against 
her will, and occasionally be moved into a prosaical 
sense of her age and her skinny lips ; but one charm 
stands instead of another, and serves the latter with 
its own results. Elizabeth being a great queen, and 
able to gratify ever in so many ways the self-love of 
her admirers, would remain an attractive woman 
long after all pretensions had ceased in any other 
station. Wit and good nature have done as much for 
women ; and even deformity has been held by some a 
fascination ; so much has mere sensation to do in 
most extreme cases, beyond any other impulse. 
James the First, that slatternly pedant and very ill- 
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contrived personage, kept up the spectacles of the tilN 
yard, and wns die cause of much finery in others, 
BiJt tile great patron of niarlial exercises was his soa 
Henry, After the 6Iial fashion of heirs apparent, 
Iletiry afTectetl a policy quite opposite to ill at of 
his father i and, like all heirs apparent wlio die 
before they come to the throne, was a popular antl 
hopeiiil prince* It is to James the First the public are 
indebted for the noble hanqueting:'hou&e built by Inigo 
t Jones* I have sometimes stood and looked at it till I 
thought that, by one of the hidden analogies between 
the fine arts, the beautiful proportions o£ the upper 
pari of the front aflected loe like a piece of mu&ic. 
Let the reader stand and measure with bis eye the pro- 
portions between the windows and the spaces about 
them, and imagine this or that part to be contracted 
or enlarged, uud he will feel how injurious would be 
the alteration* The glory of WhitehalJ was at its 
height In Ihe time of James and Charles the First; 
Inigo Jones built for the court, Rubens and Vandyke 
painted tor it^* and Ben Jon son wrote for it. Roy- 
alty had not found out its weak side, nor learnt to be- 
come jealous of natural greatness. Genius was 
thought only an accessary to ^^ the fair State/' and was 
allowed to put forth its full lustre. Louis the Four- 
teenth told Boileau that he had always a quarter of 
an hour to spare Jor his conversation whenever he 
chose to visit tlie court. And this was thought a won- 



• Holbeia was emplix/ed at Whilchad tmder the Tudora. He died ihems of 
tht litAgufe, sad is Evipposed to have bcth buried in ihe cliuTchyard belnnging 
to St. Cathcriufi Cree, near the India Kuuse, Vandylte al&o died in Englaadi, 
ttdnns buried b Old St. Patii's. Tius Academy sIiouTd gwe him a mainiment 
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derful favor ; and so it was, as times went ; yet what 
was it more than a good bargain made for himself by 
a dull gentleman with a man of wit? This, however, 
was nothing to poor Racine, who languished like a 
lily and died, because the king was displeased with 
him. — Painting is still more welcome at court than 
poetry. Poets, with all their flattery, have arrogant 
ways ; assume crowns of laurel, and talk of bestow- 
ing immortality. They jostle the sovereign in his 
throne with another sovereignty, which is of a suspi- 
cious character, and disdains the common fashions 
of mortality. But painting takes its place as part of 
the show. It offers the most visible and ornamental 
display of genius with the least pretensions to it, and 
with the greatest flattery to places and persons ; and 
accordingly has always been welcome. Even an 
American and half Republican (the late Mr. West) 
was liked at Windsor ; though perhaps there was a 
particular zest in having an American for a royal 
painter. In the time of the Stuarts there was a gen- 
erosity in the treatment of artists, which argued much 
for the intelligence of the patrons. 

Rubens (who was employed in negotiations) car- 
ried his art with such a high hand, that it seems 
doubtful whether he was an ambassador condescend- 
ing to be an artist, or an artist submitting to be an 
ambassador. His pupil Vandyke .married the daugh- 
ter of a British earl. It has been said that architec- 
ture was not appreciated, though good architects were 
employed. The court had the good fortune to light 
on a man of genius ; but his pay, they say, shows 
what was thought of his art. Now it is true that 




Jnlgo Jones, as Surveyor of tl^e Works, had but eight 
aad four pence a day, and forty-six pounds per annum 
for house rent, a clerk, and extras. But it remains to 
be shown how ]ong^ he was occupied in the business 
of bis office* Genius dcscr^^es all it can get ; but it 
may be counteoanced in a variety of ways ; and if it 
grow wealthy at last, as Inigo did, nobody can com- 
plain* The royal countenance procured him a great 
deal of employment, and Ben Jonson accuseii him 
of thinking himself of so much importance as to aspire 
to be made a marquis- The Jealous poet, whose 
masques he ornamented too well with his machinery, 
condescended to wnte a satire^ in which he reproaches 
him with commenchig life with ^^ forty pounds a year 
m pipkins/' Jones might have had a large sum of 
money given him fur every design ; but his profits 
would then have become enormous, and beyond all 
proportion* There appears to be considerable justice, 
upon the whole, in tbe treatment which genius e%* 
periences from the world. Fashion may overdo the 
thing one ways and superiority to a man's age be a 
drawback another ; but there is fair play in the main. 
An architect is obliged to get money, like a builder \ 
but he has the honor besides, and more profit. The 
jiitinter, though he has workmen also in his pupils, 
ubors hard himself, and gets profit in the same 
^manner. Rubens had three thousand pounds tor 
painting the ceiling of the Banqueting-house, The 
poet is apt to get least of all ; but this is owing partly 
to the causes before alluded to, and partly to the 
greater volHtility of his temperament. He is not &o 
accommodating to others, nor so prudent in himself* 
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He takes a wider range of thought and imagination, 
gets more pleasure in that airy circle, and if he gets 
more sorrows likewise, looks for a. more exalted fame, 
and feels himself to be one of the dictators of poster- 
ity. If all this does not make up to him for what he 
endures, the nature of things renders it necessary that 
more good should be got out of him than out of any 
other artist, because all the world can read books and 
profit by them ; whereas few of us can see fine pic- 
tures ; and fine architecture is still rarer, and of less 
importance. The poet must content himself with the 
noble fatality of his destiny, and look for reward 
elsewhere. It is his sympathies with the many that 
keeps him poor, — the most honorable of all poverties. 
It is clear, from all history, that great poets might 
be as rich as any other men of genius ; but they have 
always some starting-point in them, tangible in some 
way or other, to the demands of the many, and 
liable to carry them off from their success. This 
was the case with Dante, Petrarch, and Milton, with 
Spenser (though his sympathy took an awkward di- 
rection, and must needs subject him to the anger of 
the Irish), with Chaucer, who got into a four years' 
imprisonment in his old age for being a Wickliffite, 
with the patriot Greek poets, and more or less with 
almost every poet of eminence. Even the best cour- 
tiers among them contrive to remain poor. A dra- 
matist has the best chance ; for the wider his sympa- 
thy, the greater chance the pit have of liking him ; 
and it was a theatre that made Shakespeare rich. 

The lamentation respecting the little pay to court 
architects — (I believe there is no such lamentations 
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whoever tbe architects may be) — has been re- 
newed in speaking of Sir Christopher Wren, The 
salary of this excellent person *' for building St, Paurs 
frotn Llie foundation, was not more (as appears from 
the •public accounts) than two hundred pounds per 
anniiiTi ; his allowance for building all the parochial 
churches of the city of London was about a hundred 
per annuni, and the same for the repairs of Wcstnim* 
Sler Abbey ; he was director and chief architect of the 
Royal llospttal at Greenwich, g-raiix^ and cheerfidly 
contributed to that work !us time, labor, and skill for 
sev^eral years, without salary, emolumcntt or reward ; 
preferring in this, as in every other passage of his 
life, the public service to his own private advantage*" 
(Seward*s Anecdotes, quoted by Dn Drake in the 
notes to his interesting edition of the Tatter, vol, ik, 
p. 13*) This looks formidable enough. It is true 
lliat sovereigns are fond of cheap payments for every* 
body but l!^emselves ; but still, if the art they counte- 
nance is such a one as fashion and private interest 
can employ, tlie artist stands a good chance of be- 
coming rich. Sir Christopher, I believe, did so in 
spite of the lime he spent in drawing plans for gov- 
ernment- He was a member of the House of Com- 
mons in two Parliaments. 

It is generally supposed that Charles the First went 
to the scalfold through one of the front windows of 
the BanqLic ting-house. But he came out at the north 
side. Pennant informs us that a passage was bro- 
ken on purpose. It was remaining in his time, ** and 
was a door to a small additional building of late 
Most likely it is still in being. This was the 
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hour of Charles's life which did him most credit. 
Cromwell might have envied it at the close of his 
usurpation. Marvell, a lover of liberty, has done it 
justice : — 

** He nothing common did, or mean. 
Upon that memorable scene, 
But with his keener eye * 
The axe's edge did try ; 
Nor called the gods with vulgar spite 
To vindicate his helpless right, 
But bowed his comely head 
Down as upon a bed. '* 

When will a court-poet write such verses upon a 
freeman ? 

After a " sullen interval " on the part of Cromwell 
(who nevertheless got softened by the court air, drank 
his wine freely, and had '' cunning musicians " to play 
and sing to him),* in came " Bacchus and his Revel- 
lers," — Rochester's wits and Grammont's maids of 
honor. Charles the Second, who somehow or other, 
has contrived to be a favorite with some very regu- 
lar moralists as well as politicians, — Sir Walter 
Scott, for instance, and Dr. Johnson, — had in fact 
many excuses for his general conduct, setting aside 
even the usual indulgence allowed to kings in mat- 
ters of pleasure. He had gone through a series of 
early experiences, very imperious to a sense of the 
dignity and hopefulness of human nature. The 
sharpness of adversity, joined to his natural acute-* 
ness, must often have enabled him to see too far 



* Cromwell took delight in a good voice, and had a church organ, which the 
Puritans put down at Oxford, privately set up for his amusement at one oi the 
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even into the spirit of loyalty, wbich did him such 
Tomantic ser%*ices- His litye court, whik in exile, 
was a perpetual scene of jealousies and complaints ; 
and the sudden tide of hom^ij^e and popularity which 
rushed to meet him on the chnnge of his fortune 
must have contributed to give no pleasanter turn to 
the early furrows cut in his face by doubt and anx- 
iety* He is called *' the merrj- monarch ; '* but mirtli 
in him, as in many others, was set off by a ground 
of melancholy. The French vivacity and voluptu- 
ousness which he inherited on the mother's side^ 
had a certain hang-dog contradiction in It derived 
from his father. He loved repose still better than 
enjoyment, ** Sauntering,** said one of his compan- 
ions, ** was the true sultana queen he delighted in," 
He w^s often seen in tlie Park» accompanied by his 
dogs, and feeding the ducks he kept there; and he 
would chat familiarly with the people, which made 
them love him. In Pcnnant*s London is a picture 
of the then state of the parade and horse«giiards, 
with his majesty, attended by his peers and his 
puppies- 
Most of Charles's mistresses had lodgings within 
the precincts of WliitehalL It was one enormous 
Tiiagazine of princes and their household officers, civil 
and military, cook^, wine*cellars, bowling-greens, ten- 
nis-grounds, pimps, gamesters, lord's and ladies of. 
all sorts. Dry den, in an epilogue written the year be- 
fore his death, though he appears always to have re- 
tatned a liking for his old niJister and his *■ fair words," 
does tiot mend the matter. Speaking of the liceti- 
DUSEiess of that time, he savs^ — 
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"The un was of our native growth, 'tis trae ; 
The scandal of the sin was wholly new. 
Misses they were, but modestly concealed ; 
Whitehall the naked Venus first revealed. 
Who, standing as at Cyprus, in her shrine^ 
The strumpet was adored with rites divine.'* 

The scandal drew in its horns in the time of James 
the Second, who had more of the Jesuit in him ; but 
the time was now approaching when the bustle* of 
Whitehall was to be broken up, and the place no 
longer to be a seat of royalty. James was obliged to 
write a letter to his invader, William, inviting him to 
take up his abode at St. James's. The invitation was 
accepted, and his majesty in return advised to take 
his departure from Whitehall. William the Third 
resided in other palaces ; and the only visible part 
now remaining of the old establishment is the Ban- 
queting-house, which has long been converted into a 
chapel. 

No. VT. 

ST. JAMES'S PARK. 

"FN the time of King Henry the Eighth," says a 
X note to Dr. King's poems, in Mr. Chalmers's 
collection, " the park was a wild, wet field ; but 
that prince, on building St. James's Palace, en- 
closed it, laid it out in walks, and collecting the 
waters together, gave to the new endosed ground 
and new-raised buildings the name of St. James's. 
It was much enlarged by Charles the Second ; who 
added to it several fields, planted it with rows of 
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lime trees, l^id out the mall, formed the caonl with 
a decoy, and other ponds for water- pool. The liiiic 
trees, or iiiia^ whose blossoms are uncommonly fra- 
grant, were probably planted inconsequence of a sug- 
gestion of Mr, Evelyn J in bis Fumifugium^^nhllsh^ii' 
in i66l," 

Charles the Second was very fond of the Park. His 
habit of walking there, attended by his dogs^ both 
sad and meny, has been noticed before* His ducks, 
which he also amused himself with feeding, inhab- 
ited a spot called Duck Island, which was erected 
into a *^ government," in order to furnish the French 
exile and wit, St* Evrcmond, with a pension. Bird- 
cage Walk must not be forgotten, which was an 
aviary of Charles's raising, and retains its appella- 
tion. Waller speaks of the improvernents of St. 
James's Park in tlie gratuitous style of a poet The 
libertines of the court were to sport about the canal, 
like the harmless wantons of a golden age ; wliile 
Charles walks among the trees in all the dignity of a 
Num^a, and icttlea the destinies of tlie world : — 



* Mathinks I see ihti love that shall be modet 
The lovi^r*! WtiilkiTig ifi ths^t amorous akade : 
The gall^tiits d4ini;in|ic tiy Uie river «ide I 
Tbey balhe in summer^ atscl li\ wbler slide. 
MeihinkJi I hear the tniisk^ 111 the bnats, 
And the toud Echo which returti) the nates : 
While overhead ^ flock of new-sprung fowl 
Hangs ID llic s^t^ and does tlic ^tmooiitrol : 
Darkening the sky, they hover o'ef, and ihroud 
The wnDton ^ilors with a f&alher'd dond. 
Bene^t^ a ihoal of sliver fishes gltd^ 
A»d playa alxjut line ^Ided bnirges' AidfttS 
The linUe^ atiKling its (he tryBtal latce^ 
Fcasl oti ihe waters with the prey they lake ; 
At oivce victnfirJitB wiiIj th<iir lines and eyes, 
They make the fiAbes Ahd the men tbeif pntJe.^* 
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The vigor with which the king plays at mall is 
then doted on ; and the poet proceeds in some strik- 
ing verses : — 

** Near this^ my Muse, what most delights her, sees 
A living gallery of aged trees; 
Bold sons of earth, that thrust their arms so high. 
As if once more they would invade the sky. 
In such green palaces the first kings reigned. 
Slept in their shades, and angels entertained s 
With such old counsellors they did advise, 
And by frequenting sacred groves grew wise. 
Free from the impediments of light and noise, 
Man, thus retir'd, his nobler thoughts emplo3rs. 
Here Charles contrives the ordering of his statest 
Here he resolves his neighboring princes' fates : 
What nation shall have peace, where war be made, 
Determined is in this oraculous shade." 

Again, in some verses not so good : — 

*' Here, like the people's pastor, he doesgo^ 
His flock subjected to his view below ; 
On which reflecting in his mighty mind. 
No private passion does indulgence find : 
The pleasures of his youth suspended are, 
.\nd made a sacrifice to public care. 
Here, free from court compliances, he walks, 
And with himself, his best adviser, talks : 
How peaceful olive may his temples shade. 
For mending, and for restoring trade : 
Or, how his brows may be with laurels charg'd. 
For nations conquer'd and our bounds enlarg'd.'* 

Alas, it should have been, — . 

" For pensions taken, and for France enlarg'd." 

All that his majesty thought of " in this oraculous 
shade," was how to pass his time and get money for 
his pleasures. 

" Methinks I see the love that shall be made." 

This it was more easy for our grave poet to predicate. 
The Park is the scene of some of the most libertine 
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plays of that period. I do not know where the Mul* 
berry Gardeii stood, which gives a title to one of ihe 
comedies of Sedley ; perhaps on tlie site of Spring 
Garden » which was a phtce of entertainment up to a 
IlUc period* The milk fresh from the cow, which ifi 
still sold under the trees at the entrance from that 
quarter, and which has a pleasing effect on emerging 
from die sti'eets, appears to be a remnant of the far- 
mer traffic, 

Marlborough Houftc, now the residence of Prince 
Leopold, was one of the nationtd atknowledgments 
to the Duke of Marlborough* It was built partly in a 
garden belonging to the queen. Her rnajcst}" had thus 
her defender and her old friend the duchess by her 
side ; and on tlie other side, in the palace still called by 
his name^, lived her old friend and admirer (who, they 
say, courted her in his youth,) Sheffield, Duke of 
Buckingham* He married her sister, natural child of 
James the Second by the daughter of Sir Charles Sed- 
ley. Sheffield buiit the mansion and laid out the 
gardeti. He adorned the four sides of the house with 
inscriptions, one of which is much to the purpose : 
*' Fas^tidiosus spectator sibi molestus," — *^A fastid- 
ions spectator is his own annoyance/' This is the 
nobleman of whom the Tatler speaks as the *^ Duke 
Uiat lives at Marylebone." A strange story is related 
in Pennariti of his giving a dinner to ** the most in- 
famous sharpers of the time,** who gambled at that 
phice, and of a toast with which he concluded it; 
** May as many of us as remiitu unhanged next spring, 
meet here agab/* *^ I remember, " Siiys Pennant, 
**tbe facetious Qtiin telUng this story at Bath, within 
hearing of the l^te Lotd Qjefeterfield, when hU\ot4- 
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ship was surrounded by a crowd of worthies of the 
same stamp with the above." I cannot help thinking 
that the company was more suited to the author of the 
Letters than the writer of the Minor Poems. Sheffield 
is one of the " twinkling stars " in the Miscellanies, and 
has a lurking goodness in the midst of his libertinism. 
He has been accused of pride and arrogance; but 
they say he was amiable in private. His sharping 
connections do not look like the man of whom his 
widow speaks so highly in his Remains ; but it is 
astonishing what strange things come together in 
high life, and with what accommodating philosophy 
the great regard their own contradictions. The lie 
on which their pretensions are founded is the cause 
of it, and renders it in a certain degree excusable. 
A man cannot well feel that the world would consent 
to make distinctions that have no real existence, with 
impunity. 

St. James's Palace was built by Henry the Eighth, on 
the site of an ancient hospital for lepers. The name 
was the name of the hospital. The palace was 
fitted up by William for the Princess Anne and her 
husband, Prince George of Denmark. She retained 
it as her residence when queen, and it has since been 
the headquarters of the British Court. Pennant says, 
that although the outside is unsightly, it is the most 
convenient palace for regal parade of any in Europe. 
There were some interesting pictures there in his 
time, probably still remaining. One of them was 
" the diminutive Manhood of Geoffrey Hudson." * 

• Scott introduced Geoffrey or Jeflfrey Hudson into Peveril of the Peak. He 
also honors the little man with a long note, to which we refer the curious reader. 
—Ed. 
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•* Here," &Rys Pennant, ** is to be seen the famous pic- 
ture by Mabuse, of Adam and Eve, Mr. Evelfn 
justly remarks the absurdity of painting them with 
navels and a fountain of rich imagery amidst the 
b«iuteoiis wilds of Paradise, Raphael and Michael 
Angela made the same mistake of the navel, on which 
the learned Sir Thomas Browne wastes a lon^ page 
and a half to disprove the possibility/' With the 
leave of these worthy gendemen, and of the profound 
iheosophist, Raphael and Michael Angeloknew more 
about these navel affairs than they* The fountain is 
not 6o well ; but (not to nny anything of what is im- 
passable to Omnipotence), Adam and Eve were 
bound to be complete specimens of the human race j 
patterns and prototypes j as well as progenitors. As 
they anticipated our growth^ so they anticipated all 
tlie rest of us : — 

* * Adam the g&odlicsl man of men rince bom 
HisKXns, tilt lairest of her daughters Eve." • 

The goodliness of the picture desiderated by Mr. Eve- 
lyn and Sir Thomas, I leave all people of taste to 
imagine. 

In books of fifty and a hundred years back, If you 
meet with a hungry gentleman who did not know 
where to get a dinner, you always find htm sitting on 
a bench in the Park, Others generally accompany 
him, most of whom are politicians. Bickerstaff meets 
here liis acquaintance the upholsterer* who lets his 
affairs run to ruin in his zeal for the King of Swe- 



* Sc« South *ft reiDBfkable senzioii tm Thtr Creaticm ^f M^m ic God^B Iipiige. 
Ht mif lluit '* an Arut&Us wai hut lh«? mbhjsli of an ^ fi^jim, *' — Fd, 
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den.* People do not appear so patient nowadays 
to'hunger and thirst, though their politics are more 
zealous than ever. In sympathizing with the world 
at large, instead of confining themselves to be tragedy 
spectators of royalty, they have learned to include 
their own rights. They may die by other means, 
they may be ruined by a bankruptcy, or be hacked and 
hewed by a series of disappointed hopes ; but till they 
are fairly put an end to, they claim the common priv- 
ilege of eating their breakfast and dinner. Besides, 
others would not let them want a dinner. Revolutions 
have produced a tendency to diminish the extent of 
royal kitchens, but only that the superflux may be 
shaken to the many. Rabelais would delight to see 
Gargantua no longer considered as everybody. The 
two pilgrims, whom he ate in a salad, would in these 
times have at least made considerable objections. 

It would appear, from novels, that the Park enjoyed 
some privileges from arrest. In Fielding's Amelia, 
if I remember, the hero often walks in the Mall, 
when he can go nowhere else. During the exist- 
ence of the old Cathedral, of St. Paul's, the inside of 
that church was the resort of the hungry ; who, in 



* The character of the political upholsterer is by Addison : it is one of the 
happiest of his contributions to the Tatler. "We should hope," says Hazlitt, 
in the Round Table, "the upholsterer and his companions in the Green Park 
stand as fair a chance for immortality as some modern politicians.*' Beau Tibbs 
was fond of sauntering in St James's Park, now in rags, now in embroidery ; 
and hither came Miss Hannah (another of Goldsmith's characters), to show her 
finery and criticise the finery of others. It.was in St. James's Park that the free- 
holder saw his friend the Tory fox-hunter feeding the ducks. If the reader is un- 
acquainted with this masterpiece of humorous characterizaiiun,he should forthwith 
take down his Addison, and read the three little papers on the fox-hunter, in the 
Freeholder. — Ed. 
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alltisioii to a tomb suppo^d lo contam the body of 

Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, gsavQ rise to the say- 
ing of dining with Duke Humphrey. 

The Mall is so called from the game of mall to which 
Waller iiUudes. Charles the Second transferred it from 
Pall MalL It as a great pity that these and similar 
exercises have been left off* Without canting about 
the degeneracy of the times, it is a reasonable dedtic* 
tioii, from our abandonment of healthy and manly I 
games, that we are an inferior' race to our ancestors 
in point of bodily grace and vigor. 

In a bouse looking into Mr. Bent ham's garden, in 
Btrd-cage AValk, lived Milton. The front of it is In 
York Street, and, without being the ancient one, is in 
very squalid condition. If it had a new face and an 
inscription, which it surely desen'es, it would turn to 
better account for all parties* There used to be a 
buit on the other side, which we believe Mr, Ben- 
tham put up. But tt is not the custom of that emi- 
nent person to monopolize a good thing, and he ought 
to let as many people know of the house as possible. 
It is the privilege of Westminster to exhibit a spirit 
of liberty proportionate to the encroachments of the 
other power that lives there* 

The Horse»Guards were in poor condition in the 
time of Charles* The stables looked like the open 
corridors of an old inn ; and a toy of a building, with 
staircase outside, appears to have been the Guard 
House. These conclusions arc drawn from the print 
in Pennant* I thought the design of the present 
building was by Vanbrugh ; but Pennant says he be- 
tievet it wi»s the work of an archrtect of the name of 
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Vardy. The structure is not older than the reign of 
George the Second. There is something fantastic in 
the custom of setting two soldiers on horsehack to 
mount guard in those tenements at the entrance, like 
a couple of live statues. But they are fine specimens 
of the weight and steadiness of a pair of English 
dragoons, and keep a gravity becoming their situa- 
tions. Some say they have been seen eating pud- 
ding and apples ; but this is what I will not believe. 

The band on parade is worth hearing. They play 
some of the best pieces of Mozart and Haydn, which 
the wind carries hither and thither in triumph. I 
remember taking home to school the air of Non piik 
andrai^ long before I knew the name of Mozart. 
Here war is to be seen under its most harmless aspect, 
with its fringes, its colors, and its gallant sounds. It 
is all holiday play and gentle service ; a business of 
steppings arid salutations. The band-major looks 
grave and ruling ; the blacks toss up their cymbals in 
the sun; the little triangle-boys emulate their long 
legs ; the officers step along, very gentlemanly ; the 
companies tread solidly at their elbows, like bodies 
with their soul beside them ; the young ensign is ad- 
mired in the middle, carrying his colors like a flutter- 
ing heart. Anon, the noble instruments give way to 
the drum and fife, and the regiment proceeds for the 
court-yard in a livelier and more familiar step. Dur- 
ing the parade, a trumpet and a stir of cavalry are 
heard ; and a fine troop of dragoons issue forth on 
their long-tailed black horses, the trumpeter on a 
white one blowing his trumpet, which mingles with 
the instruments of the foot, and makes a gallant con* 



fusion* Who would not then be a soldier, and dic- 
tate to the world? Certainly if war is a necessary 
evil, tt is pranked up ;md recommeuded to us in the 
best possible manner. Nature wiU do her utmost 
to gild her bitterest pills. In one point of view, 
what can be more silly than those gay and self-satis- 
fied persons, marching away, in tlie long run, to hwve 
tiicir throats cut, and their heads blown to atoms? 
But in another, what can be more reconciling in its 
necessity? What more calcuhited to bring tears of 
mingled pity and admiration in our eyes? What bet- 
ter way could have lieen found out to enlist the 
superfluous part of society into its roughest and most 
dangerous service? I am no disciple of Mr. Mal» 
thus. He either cannot^ or, being a clergyman, dare 
not handle the real question, which I think it re- 
quires no great knowledge of economy to see into, 
Btit wars have long been a part of the history of 
nkind, and most have been the tiecessary result 
some modification of its manners. It does not 
follow tliat the necessity is to exist forever, or that 
the alternative is the one he speaks of* The present 
forms of society must be broken up, and the whole 
earth properly cultivated, before he bus a right to 
argue that tliere is not enough for all, much less 
that war is necessary to prevent the redundance 
of population. See what Mr. Hazlitt has said on 
the subject at the end of his Political Essays, In 
the mean time an end is not likely to be put to 
war by making mere representations of its misery, • 
however just God knows they cannot well be ex- 
^gerated* Sec, for one instance, worth a tbouiand, a 
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note to a certain Ode to Horror, in the works of the 
Poet Laureate, the Pilgrim to Waterloo. The point 
is to keep our reasoning faculties on the alert, — our 
liberties of thinking and speaking; and to enable our- 
selves to detest sophistry and time-serving. One 
sound philosophical discovery goes farther towards 
the alteration of society than millions of complaints. 
The danger of these is, that the very suffering will 
be glad to relieve itself, and run into the gayety of de- 
spair. It is our business to keep ourselves in heart, 
as far as a present necessity goes, and in health of mind 
not to be imposed upon beyond the necessity. 



No. vn. 

SPRING. 

Ah, happy hills 1 ah, pleasing shade 1 
Ah, fields, beloved in vain 1 — Gray. 

HAIL, beautiful season ! hail, return of the green 
leaves ! hail, violets, daisies, and buttercups ! 
hail, blue sky; and ye, white little silver clouds, 
"gay creatures of the elements," the posterity of 
your turbid sires of winter time ! 

Hail, moreover, ye evidences of spring, even in 
cities! Hail, green in the windows, and on the 
ladies' caps ! Hail, coats instead of great-coats I 
Hail, beaux and other butterflies ! Hail, the leaving 
off* of fires ; provided, dear fires, among my country- 
men, ye are left ofTI Great encroachers upon Mim- 
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mer titne are ye ; mighty disputers of the sunsbiue 
with May and June ! 

There is a tendency all over the temperate part of 
Europe to anticipate the heauties of spring, — to 
fLincy the season more forward than it is, or to com- 
plain that it is otherwise* I find this in Italy as well 
as in England. Horace Walpole said tliat it was the 
fashion to ssiy there was no winter in Italy. There 
is certainly a winter sharp enough to startle foreign- 
ers ; and the spring ii^ Tuscany is far from pre ma* 
ture, I have not found the weather in cither season 
(it detent from what Horace says of the snows in 
winter, and Virgil of the stormy showers in spring. 
The Primavera^ or spring of the Italian poets, dis- 
appoints expectation as much as the Aprils and 
Mays described hy our own, Prlmavera comes In 
March, and is properly the first part of the vernal 
^ason, die ver frimiim of the Latins, The blossom 
issues forth on tlie trees, the cranes are seen travel- 
ling in the sky, the hedges are lively with violets 
and periwinkles; but it Is not a season warranting 
what the poets say of it, and warming the blood » 
Cold winds prevail, as with us ; the snows^ lingering 
on the mountains, embitter them, and the rains are vi- 
olent. April commences the true poetical spring, and 
Msy is spring confirmed, the real season of the *' na-^ 
veiii amor I " the May of the British poets. Whether 
the seasons alter from time to lime in different parts 
of the world Is a point contested. Most likely they 
do. But, for a long time past, the May of our poets 
is rather June, and very often the middle and end of 
June rather than the begmning. For many years it 
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has been common to have fires as late as tlie old 
King's birthday, the 4th of June. What we call 
spring is indeed springs literally speaking; and a 
very beautiful idea the word gives us. The ver of the 
ancients appears to have meant the rising of the sap. 
Our Saxon term is more lively and visible. It is not 
merely the life, but the leaping of the season ; the 
gladness of its pulse. And yet the vivacity belongs 
rather to nature than to us. We have not got rid 
enough of our colds and clothings. 

If the season is very fine indeed, the true time of 
enjoyment in England is the one that Thomson has 
selected for his Bower of Indolence, — 

*' A season atween June and May, 
Half prankt with spring, with summer half embrown'd.*' 

When the spring came this year in Tuscany, it was a 
great pleasure to me to see the corn, wine, and oil, all 
preparing to flourish together, — for the fields are 
nothing else. What are meadows and cornfields in 
England, are orchards full of olives and vines in Tus- 
cany, with the corn growing betwixt them. The 
green corn running in close stripes among the olive 
trees, and the preparations for the budding of the 
vines, — it being the custom here to make trellises 
of reed-work, really elegant in many parts of the 
hedges, — furnish a lively spectacle. But spring, as 
well as winter, made me think of home. I put on 
my Cap, and pitched myself in those delicious fields, 
all over daisies and buttercups, which go sloping 
from Hampstead to West End and Kilburn, — fields, 
the representatives of thousands of others all over 



England* and in which I would rather take a walk 
**- at ween June and May " than hi tiie divinest spot 
recorded by the divhiest of sou them poets. It is 
common with persons in love to fancy that everybody 
must be happy who lives in the society of the object 
of their attachment In the same manner, when I 
am compelled to forego the privileges of my Cap, and 
con fine myself to wishing without enjoying (which 
is sometimes the case), I cannot help envying the 
reader for hts power to go into the places I write of* 
1 say to myself, *' Now somebody will take it into his 
head to go and look at those fields, or he will go and 
look at those he i^ more acquainted with ; or he will, 
or he can J go into some English lield or other, rich 
with grass and pow^dercd with flowers. He will see 
the hedges ; he will see the elms and oaks (there are 
no elms and oaks here). He will, or he may and 
can, or might, could, would, should walk in a wood 
hill of them* Furthermore, he will meet with some 
old friends/' 

Reader, if tht;re is any man who has offended you, 
and whom you find it hard to forgive, forgi%'e him, I 
entreat you ; for 1 forgive yon, and you are tlie most 
provoking person I have known a long time* I could 
knock the paper out of your hand. Don't you sit 
giggiiiig there, you other reader, C» L,, A* B,, or 
C*, or whatever title pleased thy godfather's ear. 
Conscious of your power to take a long walk through 
the sun and dust, you take advantage of my weakness 
to triumph over me. But, lo t my Wishing-Cap is on 
me in all its glory. The very mention of your name 
makes me present* I am with you j walk with you^ 
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talk with you. It was I who sighed just now while 
you were reading. — Reader, we are reconciled and 
together. 

Fortunately I am not of a temper to make the 
worst of any situation I happen to be cast in. And 
I look upon it as a reward for my love of Nature that 
I have never been in a situation in which I had not 
some glimpse of her to console me. Even in prison 
I had a little garden to myself, and raised my own 
heart's-ease. It may not be the most grateful thing 
in the* world to think of a jail while strolling about 
the most classical ground in Tuscany. I confess I 
think of it very often. But Nature will excuse me, 
because my dejection is owing to my love. If I had 
not loved her so much at home, I should not miss, as 
I do, the old homestead. I do what I can. I think 
of Petrarch and Boccaccio, of Milton and Galileo, and 
Fiesole, which I see from my window, and which is 
a common boundary to my walks. I endeavor to 
keep the vines and the olive trees new to me. Be- 
sides Virgil and the Italy of books, I make the olives 
remind me of Athens, of Plato, and Homer, and Soph- 
ocles, and Socrates, and a still more reverend Name in 
another country, who went up into a mount of olives 
to pray. A Dominican convent is a little in my way, 
with its inscription in honor of the fiery saint, " the 
destroyer of heretics ; '* but the friars no longer in- 
habit it, and I endeavor to consider even the Inqui- 
sition as a violent note struck in the ears of mankind 
to make them attend to the doctrine it contradicted. 
Philosophy has separated the doctrine from its abuse, 
and the Inquisition is no more. I think of the gayer 
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I of abuses, the red side of their cheek, the jollity 
'« refectory. Pope*s picture is before me, of 

" Bappf conTeatas buriedi deep In irines^ 
Where islumber abbots pq.iple' a^ ibdr WiUeSt.^' 

(A couplet as plump and painted as the subject,) The 
traositioa to Horace and Anacreoii is a pleasing ne- 
cessity. I am in the very thick of the vines of Redi^ 
the author of the Bacchus in Tuscany. His Bac- 
chus is as flourishing a god as ever, and sworn by as 
(leVGUtTy, though the saints have disphiced his image* 
Florence, at a little distance, meets the turn of my 
eye at every opening of the trees* In short, I am in 
a world of poetry and romance, of vines and olives, 
and myrtles (which grow wild), of blue mountains 
and never-ending orchards, with a beautiftd city in 
rthe middle of it. What signifies? I think of an Eng- 
lish field in a sylvan country, a cottage and oaks in 
the corneri a path and a stile, and a turf full of dai* 
sies; and a child's book with a picture in it becomes 
more precious to me than all the landscapes of 
Claude. 

I intended to sprinkle this article with some Bowers 
out of the Italian poets ; but positively I will not do 
it. They are not good. They are not true. The 
grapes are soun Commend me to the cockney sat- 
isfactions of Chaucer, Spenser, and Milton, who talk 
of ** merry London," of lying whole hours looking at 
the daisies, and of walking out on Sunday mornings 
to enjoy the daisies and green fields. There are no 
daisies here that I can see, except those belonging to 

he Grand Duke. What is a daisy belonging to a duke? 

■Mature is not to be put upon a gentieman's establish* 
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ment. The other fine houses do not impose upon 
me. They want comfort and fireplaces, and instead 
of parks, and other natural pieces of ground about 
them, have vines and olives, vines and olives without 
end. The peasants are all vine-dressers and olive- 
squeezers. You meet a piece of a cow occasionally 
on your table ; but a good, handsome, live animal, 
with a low, I have not encountered for many months. 
You must go to Lombardy for a pasture. There are 
goats, very large and bucolic ; but goats in England 
are poor and small, which is the proper goat, and 
renders a kid pathetic. The only one I have a re- 
spect for is the companion of our voyage, given us 
by a friend, and preserved through various vicissi- 
tudes for her sake. A dog belonging to an acquaint- 
ance of ours inhospitably bit her ear off, and the 
storms at sea frightened away her milk. But she now 
reposes for life, like a matron, enjoying herself among 
scenes more native to her palate than England itself. 
If the sky in England would only mitigate a little 
of its clouds and fogs in favor of one of its country- 
women, and of a modest demi-exotic, who loves a 
green field better than all the sugar-qanes of his an- 
cestors . . . But what signifies talking? Suffice it, 
that an Englishman in Italy, who loves Italian poetry, 
and is obliged to be grateful to Italian skies, assures 
his beloved countrymen (who are not always sensible 
of the good things they have about them) that there 
is nothing upon earth so fine as a good, rich English 
meadow in summer time. That English Frenchman, 
La Fontaine, is of the same opinion ; for when he 
speaks with rapture of a bit of turf, and saj'S there is 



THE WISHING-CAP. 

nothiti^ to equal it, Jt most be re collected that such 
tnri is more unlive to England than to France ; and so 
be would have told us had he come over to England, 
as he ought to have done, and taken a stroll in our 
fields with his friend, St. Evremond. Even a Tus- 
can's idea of a garden is not complete without a piece 
of turf, though the podere^ or farm, encroaches every- 
where, and pounds and shilling's must be planted in 
the shape of olive trees. A garden in the English 
taste is a " miracolo " and a '^ paradiso ;"' their poet* 
ry nses w^ithin them at the sight of it, but they think 
this is only for princes and grand dnkes. Yet Hor- 
ace could not dispense with his grass and his oak 
trees; and the valley which I look upon from my 
window sparkles in the Decameron with a perpetual 
green- Niiture inspires great autliors, and they repay 
her by rescuing her very self from oblivion, and keep- 
ing her transitory pictures fresh in our hearts, They\ 
timnk God* as well as the fields, are Nature ; and so 
18 every great and kindly aspiration we possess. 

No. vm. 

RAINY-DAY POETRY. 



Huttsor, et inia p^t^ — LyCAN* 

Hitmor seis tlit wclkio free;, 

And condescends \^illi you sod me. 



CItlTICS lament over a number of idle rhymes 
in the works of Swift, that may come under the 
above title; and wish, at least, that they had never 
6 
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been published. They designate them as the sweep- 
ings of his study, his private weaknesses, unworthy 
of so great a genius, and exclaim against his friends 
for collecting them. I really cannot see the humilia- 
tion. If he had written nothing else, there might 
be some color of accusation against him ; though I 
do not see why a dean is bound to be a dull private 
gentleman. But if he had written nothing else, I 
think it may be pretty safely pronounced that he 
would not have written these trifles. They bear the 
mark of a great hand, trifling as they are. Their ex- 
travagance is that of power, not of weakness ; and 
the wilder Irish waggery of Dr. Sheridan, slatternly 
and muddled, stands rebuked before them. What 
should we have done had we lost Mary the Cook-maid's 
Letter, and the Grand Question about the Barracks? 
These, to be sure, are excepted by everybody ; but I 
like, for my part, to hear all that such an exquisite 
wag has to say. I except the coarseness of two or 
three pieces, which I never read. I wish the critics 
could say as much. I have such a disgust of this 
kind of writing that there are poems, even in Chaucer, 
which I never look at. But this does not hinder me 
from loving all the rest. Perhaps I carry my dislike 
of what I allude to too far. It is possible that it may 
not be without its use in certain stages of society. 
But so it is, and I mention it, that I may not be 
thought to be confounding or recommending two 
different things. 

It is our own fault if we take this Rainy-Day 
Poetry for more than the author intended it. It is 
our loss if we do not take it for as much. I give 



it this title, because we may suppose it written to 

while away the tedium of rainy days, or of the feel- 
ings iltat resemble it* Tltere is also Rainy-Day 
Prose; of a great deal of which my own writings 
are composed, though I was hardly aware of it at 
the time. 1 relish all that Swift has favored us 
with, of either kind. The only approach that we 
minor humorists can muke to such men, is to show 
that we understand them in all their moods^ — that 
nothing is Tost on us. The greatest fit of laughter 
I ever rcii>ember to have had, was in reading the 
Comminution piece against Williann Wood, in which* 
ail his enemies arc introduced execrating him in 
puns. The zest was heightened by the presence of 
s deaf old lady, who had desired a friend of mine 
and myself to take a book, while waiting to see a 
kinsman of hers. Her imperturbable face, the shock- 
ing things w^e said before her, and even the diead 
of being thought rude, produced a sort of double 
[Iratna in our mindSi extreme and irresistible* 

A periodical writer derh'^es the same privileges 
from necessity which other men do from wit. The 
rainy days here in Italy are very rare compared with 
those of England ; but the damps which the latter 
produce w^ithin us sometimes make their appearance 
when we are away ; and a * * « In shorty it is not 
necessary to Inform the reader that periodical writers 
produce a great deal of rainy-day poetry, voluntary 
or involuntary. If he eKCuses it, all is well* I shall^ 
therefore, whenever I am inclined, make use of this 
title to pass oiT rhymes that I have more pleasure in 
writing than in publishing. The other day I was 
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moved to vent my pluviose indignation on the sub- 
ject of Ferdinand, King of Spain ; a personage who 
has had the extraordinary fortune (even for a prince) 
to become the spectacle of the whole world, precisely 
because he is destitute of every quality which de- 
serves their notice. That my poem might be as 
small as my subject, I wrote it in Lilliputian lines 
and miniature cantos ; but, in consequence of the 
variety of feelings that pressed upon me as I pro- 
ceeded, three out of the four became neither one 
thing nor t'other, and are not worth indulgence. 
The exordium I lay before the reader, because it 
contains an anecdote of his majesty's first appear- 
ance on the stage, with which he may not be ac- 
quainted. I had it from a Spanish gentleman now 
in England. 

"I sing the least of tilings, — 
To wit, the least of kings. 

Imprimis, when the nation 
First raised him to his station. 
And blest him as he rid 
In triumph to Madrid, 
A gentleman who saw him 
(And hugely longed to claw him) 
Said, that he never showed 
One feeling on the road. 
But sat in stupid pride, 
Staring on either side. 
Letting his hand be kissed 
(I think I see the fist). 
As if, where'er they took it. 
They meant to pick his pocket ; 
And goggling like an owl, — ' 
The hideous beaky fool ! " 

The last line is emphatic I I had not patience to con- 
tinue in a proper style of burlesque. Ferdinand has 
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astonished even ihose who were never astonished at 

L kings hefore* And yet what wns to be expected from 
rtliis portuntous specimen of royalty, — royalty, na- 
ked^ instinctive* unmitigated, una domed? What ex- 
amples he had before him! Whtit an education! 
What contempt of decencies, pubhc and private 1 
What a mother, what a minister, what a father ! The 
same gentleman who related to me the above anec* 
dole, told me that he had seen the old king dining m 
Lpublic, and that the spectacle was disgusting beyond 
Vdescription, Such brutal feeding, such pawing and 
grind ing, such absorption in the immediate appetite 
ind will, and contempt of everything else in the 
vorld, could only be cxl:iibited by one who was ac- 
customed to set up the mere consciousness of royalty 
as 511 per tor to every other consideration. This Is 
Ferdinand's principle. lie has no other, nor ever 
had, even when he petitioned to be made a member 
of Bonaparte's family, Bonaparte diizzled him, like 
something supernatural, and was an emperor to boot ; 
but if he had not been one, it would have made no 
diflerence. The royal will, the immediate security, 
interest, or even whim, sanctions everything ; and 
royalty is to come out clear from the furnace upon 
the strength of its divine right, let it have gone through 
what it may* How much right have we to complain 
of it^ fluttering it as we dOj even in the best regulated 
monarchies? The frog in the f»b!e swelled herself 
lo burbting, as it was ; but if she had, besides, had all 
frogland for spectLitors and applauders, if she had 
been pu^Ted up with huzzas 1 and vivas 1 and been 
t worshipped spectacle wherever she carried 
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herself, who would have wondered at all her chil- 
dren's bursting themselves, one after the other, in spite 
of her example? I pity, for my part (next to suffer- 
ing nations), every king in existence, except Ferdi- 
nand ; and will pity him too when he is put out of a 
condition to slaughter those who would have made 
him an honest man. 

Pleasant C. R. ! let me recall my happier rhymes 
and rainy days by thinking of thee. C. R. is one of 
those happy persons whom goodness, imagination, 
and a tranquil art conspire to keep in a perpetual 
youth. He and his brother once called upon a man 
whom I knew, who told me he had seen " the young 
gentlemen," and yet this man was not old, and C. R. 
was seven-and-thirty if he was a day. C. R. has a 
quaint manner with him, which some take for sim- 
plicity. It is, but not of the sort which they take it 
for. I could hear it talk for an hour together, and 
have heard it, delighting all the while at the interest 
he can take in a trifle, and the entertainment he can 
raise out of it. His simplicity is anything but foolish- 
ness, though it is full of bonhomie. He is a nice 
observer. At the same time he is as romantic as a 
sequestered schoolmaster, and will make as grave 
Latin quotations. He produces a history out of a 
whistle. He will describe to you a steam-engine or 
a water-mill, with all the machinery and the noise to 
boot, till you die at once with laughter and real in- 
terest at the gravity of his enthusiasm. He makes 
them appear living things, as the fulling-mills did to 
Don Quixote. One day he gave us all an account of 
a man he had seen in the Strand, who was standing 



THE WISmXOCAP* 



s? 



with a pole in his band, at the top of which was a 
bbdder, nnd underneath the I>l adder a bilL lie told 
us vvtint a mystery this excited in the inincJs of the 
spectators, and how they looked, first at '* the man/* 
then at '' the bill/' and then '^at the bbdder \ '* — and 
ftc^iiin* said he, they looked at the bladder, then at 
the bilU and so on^ ringing the changes on these words 
till we saw nothing before us in life but a man hold- 
ing those two phenomena. We begged him to change 
the word '^ man'* into *' body/' that churm of nllitera- 
tioo might be added ; and he complied with a pass- 
ing laughf and the greatest good nature conceivable, 
entering into the joke, and yet feeling a real gra%nty in 
commenting upon the people's astontsliment. This 
combination of **^ bill^ body, and bladder *' was, after 
all, nothing but a man standing with an adverikc- 
ment of blacking, or an eating*hQuse, or some such 
thing. We have been thankful ever since that *^ such 
tilings are." 

I once rode with C. R- from Gainsborough to Don- 
caster, making rhymes with him all the way on the 
word philosopher. We made a hundred and fifty, 
and were only stopped by arriving at our journey's 
end. Readers iminitiatcd m doggerel may be startled 
at this ; but nothing is nirjre true. The "zvards were 
all diO'ereot, and legitimate doggerel rhymes \ though, 
undoubtedly, the rhymes themselves must often liave 
been repeated, tluit is to say, the same consonants 
must have begun them- The following is a rainy- 
&^y production on the same subject, exhausting, we 
believe, the real alphabetical quantum of rhymes, with 
their cocpblnations. But it is submitted with defer- 
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ence to the learned. We dedicate it to our pleasant 
friend, heartily wishing we could have such another 
ride with him to-morrow. 



You talk of rhyming to the word PhUosopher. — 

That jade the Muse '• It's doubtless very cross of her 

To stint one even in rhymes^ which are the dross of her ; 

I can't but think that it's extremely gross of her: 

I told her once how very wrong it was of her: 

If I could help, I'd not ask one, that's poz, of her: 

I would not ciwott procumbit Aumis bos of her ; 

Nor earn a single lettuce yclept Cos of her ; 

I would not speak to Valcnaer or to Voss of her ; 

Nor Dryden's self^ although the Great High Joss of her : 

I would not care for the divmum os of her. 

No, though she rhymed me the whole mas, Jtos^ rtfx, of her : 

Walking in woods I wouldn't brush the moss off her: 

Nor in the newest green grown take the gloss of her: 

In winter-time I wouldn't keep the snows off her; 

And yet I don't think either I could go so £ir: 

Thy auger, certainly, I couldn't show so far: 

I didn't think the hatchet I could throw so far. 

Good heavens ! now I reflect, I love the nose of her; 

I could cut off my hair to tie the hose of her : 

The brightest eyes are nothing to the doze of her: 

Love in my heart the smallest keepsake stows of her : 

O, for as many kisses as I chose of her I 

Since I had one there's no sweet air but blows of her : 

There's not a stream but murmurs as it flows of her : 

I could exalt to heav'n the very clothes of her. 

I wonder how a man can speak in prose of her : 

Yet some have e'en said ill (while my blood froze) of her t 

Never again shall any be that crows offer 

To do her harm, or with his quid ^ro guos huff her. 

With pleasure I could every earthly woe suffer 

Rather than see the charmer's little toe suffer : 

' Tis only gouty Muses that should so suffer. 
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No. IX. 



EATING AXD DRINKING. 

Qui£ virtus «t qua.Qta boni ^t viv^cre par?f»» 
{Nee meu&bic scitno, sedqud pricepit OfeTltUi, 
KLiat'CUS abnomnifi tapiens, craasnque Micierva) 
DisCil^r ^(J^ mitT lances iD<inujqiic nileirtca 
Cum it u pel iiisanis acics fulgohbus, ^t ^um 
AtiltnUJ^His ■animus meiiQni recusat; 
Vecisnt hk impranii mecum d)»iuirtt& — Roxacb. 

W h.it. nad how gr^^t, the virtue and thfi art 
To Ikve &n Ixnh with a cheefful heart! 
{A doctrine sdge, but truly noue of miTi^) 
Let*8 talk^ my firicndjs, but talk before wc dine; 
Not when a giU buffet's rofidcted pride 
Tum& fou Irom sound ptiiloaaphy aside ; 
Kot wbe« fi-oiti plate to pkte your eyeballs roll, 
And the brain danceiS to the m:iiitltng bowl. — P(1?e, 

SO sang a Roman poet, who describes himself as 
having grown as fat as a pig ; and so sang after 
him an English one^ who is said to have died of eat- 
ing sttiwcd lampreys* They w^erc judicious in sing- 
ing before dinner. What is the use, it may be asked, 
of repeating maxims so often contradicted, and by the 
very persons that broach them? To which it may 
he nnswered. What is the use of any maxims at all? 
Why do the world goto school? Why do they teach 
their chiidrcn ? Why do they pique themselves on tireir 
experience? Is all this useless? The members of a 
community that vahies itself 011 its good conduct, will 
hardly answer no : nor must they answer no on the 
present -occasion. Poets of the middle order, perhaps 
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of the greatest, are famous for the warfare they under- 
go between their sensibilities and their knowledge. 
The stretchers " of the ray to ages yet unborn " play 
tricks among their beams of light, that often scorch 
their fingers. But the ray is stretched ; philosophy 
is never so well recommended to the world as by the 
radiance they throw upon it. Generally speaking, 
the book, rather than the author, is in the reader's 
mind ; and where this is not the case, and the danger 
of example is apprehended, perhaps the danger is 
more than compensated by deduction in favor of char- 
ity. Besides, those who do contradict their theories, 
would contradict them more, and in worse taste if they 
were ignorant of what is good, or in bitter despair of 
attaining it. Horace had fits of temperance as well 
as luxury. He has said such pretty things of crusts 
and salads, that one longs to have eaten them with 
him, and laughed at the fume of great dinners. 
Pope was a little domestic fowl, brought up tenderly, 
and accustomed to be picking. He could not take 
stout exercise : his frame would not allow it. " Then 
he ought to have eaten little in proportion." True ; 
but something is to be allowed to the perpetual wear 
and tear occasioned by the exercise of the mind, and 
something to the irritability of that very delicacy of 
constitution which rendered indulgence perilous. The 
moth flies to the candle ; robuster insects avoid it. 
Let us thank the butterfly race, notwithstanding, for 
reminding us of Nature and the flowers. What num- 
bers of men, of similar constitutions with Pope, have 
died of surfeits, and done nothing ! How much more 
gracefully might they have lived, how oftener have 



varied their pleasuras, with temperance, and after all 
fitirvived to a pretty good age, consitlering their creak' 
ing bodies (for he lived to be firty*six), liad tliey pos- 
sessed his good sense and his elt^gance of desire I 

1 like to begin a lecture with a good charitable ex* 
ordium* In the first place, I have need of it myself; 
and si'condly, I have observed that advice alwaj^s does 
more harm than good, if it does not see fair play, I 
must observe again, then, in behalf of die superfluous 
dineri particularly if he is studious and sedentary, that 
there may be reasons for his roasting of eggs beyond 
what a commonplace moralist may discern. Study 
exhausts the body. Mental excitement demands wnth 
£t loud, I do not say always with a lawful voice, the 
help of physical nourish ment. A poet shall come to 
table from a morning*s occupation, his nerves shat- 
tered, his blood thick and melancholy from over-driv- 
ing, his whole soul agitated and confused in his body, 
m which il has been at supernatural work, I will 
concede, that in this very work he has been sowing 
seeds of philosophy, and writing couplets on temper- 
ance* Let the future ages who are to benefit from his 
inipiration, look back with an eye of tenderness rather 
than &corn on the havoc he proceeded to make among 
his dishes. Perhaps he will fast to-morrow. At least 
they will have the benefit of his remorse* Inspira- 
tion, which is nothing but a concentration of the fac- 
ulties upon the exercise of some natural talent, is a 
iighty exhauster of the stomacli, a producer of mor- 
nd appcdtes and craving desires for refreshment* 
The nerves, trembling from the glowing task, demand 
set right again; the blood, hot and dragging 
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with fatigue, calls for an airy lift. He had better go 
out into the air, and take exercise : — I exhort him 
to do so : — Milton did so : — the greatest of his 
brethren have been surely temperate : — he will re- 
pent bitterly if he does not. No: the meat and 
drink come in, and the deed is done. Let us take 
the advice he has left us, and pity him for the danger- 
ous warmth he took in writing it. 

It is the same, in proportion, with pleasure and mel- 
ancholy of all sorts, with any kind of over-fatigue. Fif- 
ty things may excuse us in the eye of charity : climate, 
anxiety, troublesome tasks, past or to come, bodily 
or mental exhaustion, from whatever cause ; nay, the 
cheerfulness of our return to one's friends or family. 
But melancholy, above all, claims a particular tender- 
ness. It is a hard thing when a man has been in 
trouble all the morning, and sees nothing but trouble, 
perhaps, before him in the afternoon, to deny him the 
pleasure of tickling his palate a little. The loss of a 
very little satisfaction is sometimes a great loss in this 
world ; the difficulty of foregoing it is in proportion. 
Let the abstaining from a particular dish, or the get- 
ting up from dinner without a full stomach, be re- 
spected accordingly. I confess I had more difficulty 
in leaving oft' butter and cheese (which happen to dis- 
agree with my temperament) than in volunteering 
some actions, which the world would have thought 
less easy. The satisfaction of having one's way, or 
of doing what we can to have it, and venting one's 
feelings on account of what we think just and honor- 
able, is a mighty and a reasonable help to one's vir- 
tue. The pinch comes when our virtue is at war 
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with our tendencies ; when we hold to it through pain 
and anxiety, and when we doubt whether we shall be 
as well or ill thought of for acting ap to our con- 
sciences. 

Again and again, therefore, I say* let justice bei 
done to selMenial hi matters of beef and port, and^ 
above all, I siiy, let those consider also the necessity 
p^ the self-denial, who would fain lighten the gpther- 
llg shadows of age or middle life, and retain as 
much health and good temper as they can for them* 
sdves and others* They have bo alternative be- 
tween a great deal of it and exercise* The more 
ihey exercise, the more they may indulge; for there 
rs a business in all things ; and citizens must earn 
llicir dinners, as well as the money to purchase them, 
if they would not have those other creditors come upon 
litem, spleen and gout, I do not say that they require 
nothing^ to give them a fillip. Qjiite the contrary, 
I only say that sedentary eating and drinking is not the 
best; that the good eifects of it are not lasting, and 
the bad ones very much so ; and that however diffi- 
cult it may be for a pleasant fellow to deny himself 
** t'other plateful ** a^ well as *^ t'other glass," deny it 
he musU or his comfort some day will be grievously 
denied to him. He may rub his hands at the sight 
of his dishes, he may crow over his wine, he may 
throw sayings (as he willingly would the plates) at 
the heads of the moral and the mubty ; but as surely 
as he sits there, gay and contemptuous, so surely will 
he find the *' black ox*s foot " come upon his toes under 
the table, not to be lightened, to any real purpose* 
by all the effects of cham pagne* Age is always sup- 
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posed to bring melancholy along with it. I do not 
believe it. I believe that many a temperate old man, 
who has nevertheless indulged a reasonable appetite, 
is as cheerful as the majority of young ones. But age 
will have shadows with a vengeance if it has been 
intemperate ; and middle life will be plunged in them 
before its time. Purple faces and a jovial corpulence 
may impose upon the spectator ; but the sick gentle- 
man within knows what his tenement consists of. 
A fool may indeed go to his grave pretty comfortably ; 
a mere animal, a human prize ox, may swell and 
abuse his system for a long time, because he has no 
intellect to be hurt by it, and to hurt him in turn ; 
but good sense in the head, and a perpetual contra- 
diction of it in the stomach, will never do in the long 
run. The head ought to rule ; the stomach will re- 
venge its bad government by sending up its angry 
ambassadors of megrims and vapors ; and the anx- 
iety and irritability of the ruler will in time revenge 
itself on the stomach. 

Are we not then to obey the impulses and benevo- 
lences of Nature ? Have we palates and appetites for 
nothing? Are we to turn hermits and starvelings, 
and not enjoy ourselves ? 

By no means. There is the simple, and eternal, 
and benevolent law of Nature : " Earn, and you 
may enjoy." Experience adds. Enjoy truly, and you 
will know what it is to enjoy with reason. And 
Nature adds, Enjoy with reason in general ; and oc- 
casionally I will smile and shut my eyes when 
friends and festivity call upon you for an amiable de- 
lirium. Would you enable yourself to eat heartily. 




jut without oppression? Secure a good digestion 
ijth exercise* Would you enable yourself to take 
r treason able portion of wine? Spin your blood first 
with e3tercise, that it may not be roused too abruptly, 
and fevered* Would you be free from melancholy, a 
sbxmg and cheerful man, an old man free from I he 
clouds and peevishness of old age? Wash* exercise, 
and be temperate, that you may throw oft' ill humors 
lit the pores, and not have your soul iucrusted with 
sordidness of the body. As much, perhaps ought to 
be said about washing as about exercise. It is a 
dtity not sufficiently attended to in our chill climate- 
There is a story of a Scotchwoman, who attempted to 
drown herself in a fit of melancholy. She was taken 
out of the w^ater in a doubtful state, and underwent 
an active rubbing, according to the process of the 
Humane Society. She not only returned to life, but 
recovered her health and spirits ; the physicians pro 
nounciugt that twenty to one her melancholy was 
entirely owing to her dirt There is the same reac- 
tion in this respect as in the other. Melancholy peo- 
ple are apt to grow careless of their persons ; people 
wha are careless of their persons grow melancholy. 
But clean Hness is the first of virtues ; not the first In 
rank, but the first in necessity.* The most selfish 
people can practise it for their own aakcs ; the rest 
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ought to practise it for themselves and others. With 
regard to exercise, judge between the two following 
extremes : A fox-hunter can get drunk every night 
in the year, and yet live to an old age ; but then he is 
all exercise, and no thought. A sedentary scholar shall 
not be able to get drunk once in a year with impuni- 
ty ; but then he is all thought, and no exercise. Now 
the great object is neither to get drunk, nor to be all 
exercise, nor to be all thought ; but to enjoy all our 
pleasures with a sprightly reason. The four ordinary 
secrets of health are, early rising, exercise, personal 
cleanliness, and the rising from table with a stomach 
unoppressed. There may be sorrows in spite of 
these ; but they will be less with them ; and nobody 
can be truly comfortable without. 

There is a great rascal going about town (atraveller 
to boot in foreign countries, particularly in the East 
and in the South) who does a world of mischief, 
under the guise of helping you to a digestion. I am 
loath to mention him. His very name is beneath 
the dignity and grace of my Platonic philosophy. 
But I must. He talks much about the liver. Some- 
times he calls himself the Blue Pill, sometimes one 
thing, sometimes another. He is particularly fond 
of being denominated " the most innocent thing in the 
world." Let the sufferer beware of him. He may 
turn his company to advantage a few times, provided, 
and only provided, he does not anticipate his ac- 
quaintance, or let him divert him from his better rem- 
edies. Wherever he threatens to become a habit, 
let the patient ^ake to his heels. Nothing but exer- 
cise can save him. He is only surfeit in disguise ; a 




perpetual tempter to repletion, under the guise of 
preventing the consequences* The excess ds tenipt« 

and the consequences are noi prevented ; for, nt tl 
least, one ill is planted in the constitution instead of 
another. Disguise the scoundrel us we may, he is 
Quly^ in a small shape, what an emetic was to VlteU 
lius, or a bath of mud to the drunken barbarian** 
Sometimes, with an unblushing foresight and inten- 
tion, he is even taken before dinner I Imagination 
escapes from the thought of an abuse so gross. I dart, 
upon the wings of my Wishing'Cap, out doors, and 
hail, as I go^ those light bodies and animating looks, 
which are the happy results of Exercise, 



No. X- 
THE VALLEY OF LADIES* 

?«idid iifii fiirano qii^ d la desidemtt^ di menan'l in |>irte &SKai vTdtia di 
qQHlo 1uog[\ iove ii nou tntdo tht mm Jicuaa ibsM di vol; c cbia^nA^isi 1i 
Vatledelle Dorae-— DaLCAMMOK, 

S^rvoe we have been here, I kave Iciogied to take you into jj spot cioic b^, whH'e 
onne af you, I tMj^k, ha\r« i^ver beeu. l£ ia c^JQed the VaJley of Ladiei. 

A S the Spring advanced here ia Tuscany, and the 
J^\^ leaves all came out, and the vines rose like 
magic, and day after day the green below was con- 
trasied with a blue southern sky overhead, I began, 
modestly speaking, to be reconciled to the beauties of 
Italy. I was wrong when I said there were no trees 

* One of the O'Neales ated to inflame bkudf with drinkins, and then fttind 
ttp to the ncclE m d bath &£ cnud, to ctiot. 

7 





98 THB WISHING-CAP PAPERS. 

in this neighborhood except olives. We have a few 
poplars, oaks, and young chestnuts, &c., which make 
an agreeable variety. They incrust the lanes with a 
decent quantity of hedge and bower. But the vines 
make an astonishing difference. In the winter you 
see nothing of thousands of them ; in the spring out 
they come, from a bit of a trunk, like so much fairj'- 
work, and grow with a marvellous rapidity. In a 
few weeks they are up round their standards, and 
climbing their trees; doubling, as it were, at one 
blow, the whole prospect of green. Add to this the 
noble growth of the corn, and the exuberance of 
everything wild about the hedges, and spring is ten- 
fold spring here to what it is in the north. The con- 
trast is more striking, because there is no green in 
winter except dark firs and cypresses and the hazy- 
looking olive. The beautiful grass, which remains 
all the year round in England, gives a sort of perpet- 
ual summer to the earth, whatever may be the case 
with the sky; but the sky in Italy during winter, 
though it has glorious intervals of blue and warmth, 
is inclement enough to make the inhabitants chatter 
with cold, and there is no verdure on the gp*ound. All 
this being the case, the very green of the vines had in 
it something of England ; and as the ground is no 
sooner dry here than it is very dry, I put vigor in my 
steps, and my Orlando Innamorato in my pocket, and 
did my best to fancy myself at once abroad and at 
home in the sunny-bowered Valley of Ladies. 

The Valley of Ladies is a spot celebrated in the 
sixth and seventh books of the Decameron. It lies at 
the foot of one of the Fiesolan hills, about two miles 



THE WISHING-CAP, 



from Florence^ commencing at the path ieadi ng up to 
Maiano, and terminating under the Con%'ent of the 
Doccia, Doccia signifies a water-spout, a nnme with 
which the convent was christened by a little stream, 
the AflVico, which leaps out beneath it and waters the 
valley* This stream, and anoUier called theMensoia, 
which runs through a neighbonng valley, are Llie 
metamorphosed hero and heroine of a poem of BoC' 
caccTo's, called the Nimphale of the Flesole. Upon 
ihe Mensola, about half a mile from the Valley of 
Ladies, is the Villa Gherardi, in which Boccaccio laid 
the scene of his four Erst days ; and upon the Mu- 
gnone, about a mile on the other side of the valle}^^ is 
the Villa Palmicri, to which his company retired for 
the remainder of their time, on account of the influ- 
ence of neighbors. Not far from the villa a house is 
ihowTii which is said to have belonged to Dante. 
Milton and Galileo give a glory to Fiesole beyond 
even its starry antiquity ; nor, perhaps, is there a 
name eminent in the best aunals of Florence to which 
some connections cannot be traced with this favorite 
spot* When it was full of wood it must have been 
eminently beautifuL It is at present, indeed, full of 
vines and olives, but this is not wood woody^ not arbo- 
raceous, and properly sylvan* A few poplars and for- 
e&t trees mark out the course of the Affrico, and the 
convent ground contrived to retain a good slice of 
evergreens^ which make a handsome contrast on the 
hillside with its white cloister. But agriculture, quar^ 
ries, and wood (Ires have destroyed the rest. Never- 
found the whole valley beautifuL It is 
e cornfield! 
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sented agreeable paths, leading among vines and fig 
trees ; and I discovered even a meadow, — a positive 
English meadow, — with the hay cut, and adorned 
with English trees. In a grassy lane, betwixt the 
corn, sat a fair rustic, receiving the homage of three 
young fellows of her acquaintance. In the time of 
Boccaccio, the AfTrico formed a little crystal lake, in 
which (the said lake behaving itself, and being prop- 
erly sequestered), the ladies of his company, one day, 
bathe themselves. The gentlemen, being informed 
of it, follow their example in the afternoon ; and, 
next day, the whole party dine there, take their siesta 
under the trees, and recount their novels. This lake 
has now disappeared before the husbandman, as if it 
were a fairy thing, of which a money-getting age was 
unworthy. Part of the Affrico is also closed up from 
the passenger by private grounds, but the rest of it 
runs as clearly as it did ; and under the convent a 
remnant of the woodier part of the valley — a deli- 
cious remnant — is still existing. The stream jumps 
into it as if with delight, and goes slipping down 
little banks. It is embowered with olives and young 
chestnut treesf and looks up to the long white cloister, 
which is a conspicuous object over the country. 

A white convent, a woody valley, chestnut trees 
intensely green, a sky intensely blue, a stream which 
it is a pleasure to stop and drink, — behold a subject 
fit for a day in August ! And besides these, there are 
stories recounted and ladies bathing. 

If the reader objects to the probability of this last 
circumstance in a civilized country and so near town, 
he must remember that the place in Boccaccio's time 
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was really sequestered j that the convent did not exist 

tlicu (though, of coiirsej monks could have been no 
^objection), and that Florence has always been a 
wdled city, from which you emerge directly into the 
. country. The lake was so little frequented (as, indeed, 
'fnost beautiful places are apt to be), that Boccaccio 
represents the male part of his company as unac- 
»quainted with It till enlightened by the more inquir- 
ing spirit of the ladies. In short, the manners of one 
time or place argue nothing for the manners of an- 
other* I know a lady who has frequently bathed 
among the rocks of a West India island, as Virginia 
es io the novel ; and If Thomson does not appear 
Flo have hit very nicely the manners of Englishwomen 
in his episode of Damon and Musidora, he probably 
copied after Nature as far north as his own country. 
The two damsels in the Gentle Shepherd bathe in a 
poolt in one of those pretty landscapes with which 
that beautiful pastoral abounds. Sir Philip Sydney's 
heroines, in the Arcadia, do the same. It is true 
I they were princesses, and nobody could enter the 
"place on pain of death ; but an intruder was in it 
nevertheless, I confess, to my taste^ the banks ought 
to be very rugged and woody, and the bather be able 
to slip into the water like a iish i in consideration of 
which I might allow an agreeable trepidation^ and 
much interesting mixture of modesty and vivacity. 
But Musidora playing the Venus de* Metlici in that 
opeiii and at the same time reflecting manner, is what 
1 cannot tolerate, though she begins her answer to 
her lover's placard in a pretty taste. 

This, then, is the '* Valle delle Donne." If Boe- 
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caccio's spirit ever visits his native country, here must 
it repose. It is a place for a knight in romance to 
take his rest in, his head on his elhow, and the sound 
of the water in his ear. Why do I say, " if Boccac- 
cio's spirit ever visits " ? I have seen him there, such 
as he looked when he meditated the story of the Fal- 
con. The knight in romance also, — I have seen 
him. He was in dark armor, with a red cross on 
his shield. He had taken his helmet and gauntlet 
off to feel the air, and lay, like Lord Herbert of 
Cherbury in the picture, thinking placidly of achieve- 
ment. 

Being somewhat of a knight-errant myself, I rest 
in another part of the shade, looking down upon him 
of the red cross, and, with the help of my book, 
conjuring up a thousand visions. 

How vivid, as you look up, is the green of these 
young chestnut trees ! How blue, indeed, the blue 
sky ! How warm were the paths I came through ; 
how cool is the shade ! What a basking, a fertility, 
a southern richness, a lazy lending and generosity of 
all that is in earth and air. A smiling slumber of Na- 
ture with her hands full, diffuses its influence all over 
the place ! The very bees seem to be at work, that 
we may lull ourselves to sleep. 

I whisk to England in my Wishing-Cap, and fetch 
the reader to enjoy the place with me. 

How do you like it? Is it not a glen most glen- 
icular? a confronting of two leafy banks, with a rivu- 
let between? Shouldn't you like to live in the house 
over the way, where the doves are ? If you walk a 
little way to the left, through the chestnut trees, you 
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see Florence, The convent up above us on the right 
is the one I spoke of. There is nobody in it bow but 
m peasant for housekeeper. Look at this lad coming 
down the path, with his olive complexion and black 
eyes. He is bringing goats. I see them emerging 
from the trees ; huge creatures, that when they rise 
on their hlnJ legs to nibble the houghs almost look 
formidable* There is Theocritus for you. And here 
is Theocritus or Longus, which you will ; for a peas- 
ant girl is with him, one of the pleasantest counte- 
nances in the world, with a forehead and eyes for a 
poetess, as they all have. I wish the fellow were as 
neat as his companion, but somehow these goatherds 
look of a piece with their goats. They love a ragged 
picturesque. 

You have only to see the eyes and foreheads in 
Tiiscaoy to know that you are among a people capa- 
ble of great things. And what, indeed, has not this 
little region done in the world of art and poetry? 
The rest of the face is genial and good-natured, onl}^ 
to an English eye the features are apt to be too large ; 
and the higher you rise in society the more advantage 
we have in our women. A sophisticated Italian is a 
formidable thing, man or woman. All the world 
; cannot match a room full of young Englishwomen, 
' delicate and accomplished. And you could sooner 
per&uade one of them to take up her abode in the 
t country, and brown her fair face with the sunshine^ 
th;iii reduce a ready-made Tuscan brunette to live out 
of the gales of Florence. Two months in the year, 
May and October, — verj' often only one, — they rua 
ibout tiie \ illas si little. All the rest of their life is 
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passed in town ; and they are never seen abroad but 
in their carriages. They are fond of flowers. They 
have also the grace to visit the Cascine every evening. 
The Cascine are meadows with trees, where the 
Grand Duke has an aviary and dairy, a pretty little 
pastoralized edition of Kensington Gardens, with the 
Arno on one side and mountains in the distance. But 
their visitors only come for a drive, and they would not 
come for that if it were not fashionable. The charm 
consists in criticising shaped bonnets, and saying, ^' Ah, 
there's Tomkins ! " — I beg pardon, — Gian-Battista, I 
should say ; but these Italian commonplaces sound so 
finely that they impose on one's ear. The Tomkinses 
are a numerous race all over the world, " from China to 
Peru ; " and they abound much more among the upper 
orders in the south than the lower. If I were a bach- 
elor, and inclined to marry in Italy, I should like to 
select a peasant girl, of a reasonable age, deepen the 
depth of her eyes with a little more knowledge, and in 
five years* time make her my wife. The graces would 
follow as a matter of course. In her style of Ian* 
guage I already defy anybody to discover the differ^ 
ence, except that among the ladies the perpetual 
recurrence of certain elegancies of no meaning, and 
phrases of polite deprecation, looks more like the art 
of Letter-writing made Easy, or the Academy of 
Compliments. 

Let an Englishman, if he is wise and well off, seek 
his wife among those most respectable of all the re* 
spectable families on earth, who, in his own native 
soil, spend a good part of every year in the country, 
and make everybody happy about them. I have one 



THE WISHING-CAF* 



in my eye now, at C,j in Northumberland, the head of 
which h a second All worthy. Even the town resi- 
dence of thss family looks upon a noble garden. 
Never shall I forget how aflfectionately the mother 
md daughter (the most unaffected people in the 
world, and yet they read Latin — he:ir th;it, ye Blues 
and ye anti-Bines !), — never shall I forget how they 
all came about the object of their love, putting their 
gentle hands abont his neck, and asking bim how 
he fared after his walk. There is not a good of liis 
fellow-creatures which he does not seek, nor a grace to 
grace it which he does not feeh I sometimes change 
color when nlone to think what regard and gi^atitude 
an author mny feel towards such men, and how long 
he may struggle in vain to show it. Why cannot we 
coin some of the wealth of our imagination hito proofs 
timgible, and pour down our souls upon them in 
the princely shower? The less they care for it, in one 
sen^e, the more desire we have to show them how we 
care for it in another. And yet, God knows, I giudge 
no man hh generosity. But 'Mhese things are a 
inyster)^/* I look upon it as a blessing in my lot that 
all the friends I ever was connected with have sym* 
path ( zed with me in preferring a country life. And 
yet they have liked the town too, and so do L Luck^ 
ilVt very genuine country may be found near town for 
those who are not rich enough to go to a distance* 
Come, let us whisk ourselves back again. There Is 
nothing like it, I pitch myself into one of those old 
green lanes of which I am so fond, and invite any 
bachelor tliat pleases to come and see me. 1 think there 
is i cottage io the neighborhood that will suit him. 
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No. XI. 
LOVE AND THE COUNTRY. 

Hie gelidi fontea, hie mollia prata, Lycori, 

Hie nemusi hie ipso teeam consumere aevo. — Virgil. 

A wood, a stream, &ir fields, and flowering hedges-^ 
O, love, with thee, hers could I live for ages S 

IT is a large, low cottage, smoking among the trees, 
with its back to a couple of green hills that shelter 
it from the north and east. Everything is neat: 
Everything is quiet. Listen to the bees I What 
meadows go down there to the plain! What rich 
trees are about us, — elms, oaks, and beeches ; not rich 
in fruit, but rich in verdure and leaves, and food for 
poetry. By heavens! this is better than Tuscany. 
The pleasures there are all too tangible and sensual, 

— all corn, wine, and oil. Here man does not live by 
olives alone, but by those useful trees also, which, 
among a number of other calumniated goods, are on 
the face of them useless. " I love," exclaimed some- 
body, on passing a moorland, " to see some ground 
left in God Almighty's hands." So say I. I love to 
see trees that look as if they were good for nothing 
but to walk under, and to furnish us with a sentiment. 
I have a particular regard for those which the car- 
penter rejects with disdain. I know they do not ex- 
ist for nothing ; and I take them for what they are, 

— memorandums of the abundance and poetry of 
Nature. 
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At the bottom of the grounds about the cottage, 

there is a lane by a brook-side, which runs into a 
cross-country road. But the place, though solitary, is 
not desolate. There are some farms, and a noble 
mansion not far o(T, where a hospitable old gentleman^ 
the possessor, has a fine libra ry* The lanes branch 
off in all directions, some opening into meadows, oth- 
ers into cornfields, most of them between rich banks 
of earth ornamented with natural hedges* One of my 
favorite spots is a hit of heath, looking up to a hill 
full of trees, out of which peeps a summer-house. 
Another is a wilderness, where the roots of the old 
trees issue forth and twist over the ground* But I 
know scarcely one which I prefer to certain meadows 
enriched with elm trees, I he there very often in 
my Wishing-Cap, when the hay has been cut, and 
build castles in the air, — 1 should rather say, cottages 
in the trees* — for those whom I love. 

Is not tliis a pleasant place to come to of an even- 
ing? ** What can man more desire?" when he has 
been studying all the mDrning, and is determined to 
make heavens of his afternoons ? Task the most am- 
bitious old bachelor, whether there have not been 

riods in his life — and the very best of them all — 

hen the idea of such a cottage smoking among the 
Crees^ a kettle on the fire, and his arm round a slen- 
der wAist, has not found the '* consummation," of all 
others, *^ most devoudy to be wished," 

Accordingly, 1 have provided a wife for my readen 
She IS not regularly handsome ; but she has one of 
lliose faced which are justly accounted more beau* 
txfiil than boauty. A person who goes by say% 
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" What a lovely expression ! " There is intelligence 
in her eyes, and an infinite sweetness about her mouth. 
Whenever she turns her face upon you in kindness, 
she seems to thank and bless you, and wish you all 
Jiappy things. Sorrow might cut her to pieces, ere 
she would say a word to distress you : or if she did, 
she would repent it forever. But in joy, — I advise 
you to bring a world of vivacity along with you, 
for she will give as good as you bring. She is fond 
of books and music. If you do not have some ex- 
quisite casts and engravings to adorn your parlor 
with, you will not do her justice. When females of 
her own rank come to see her, they long to play 
the rustic as she does. When the peasant girls bring 
her provision, they desire more than ever to be la- 
dies. She meets them half way, and will pin their 
handkerchiefs for them, if got loose. Between our- 
selves (for it must not be mentioned to everybody), 
she can make an excellent pudding. It was a whim 
of her grandmother to teach her ; and she insists 
that her children will be the better for it, and not 
at the mercy of a cook ; for I must own, that al- 
though not yet married, she has the face to speak 
of the family she may have some day ; and has even 
been fceard to say, that she should not like to make a 
very poor match, because she hopes to have leisure 
enough to be her husband's companion ; which, add- 
ed she, is after all the first business of a wife : though 
she blushed when she said it. Her vivacity and ad- 
dress serve to extricate her gentleness out of its dif- 
ficulties. Her brother, who is a collegian, and loves 
somewhat maliciously to call her ^* a Blue,** caug^ 
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her ooc tlay^ to his great triutnpb, in the act of 

loitering over a dumpling she was making, and read- 
ing a book. She was forced to blow open the 
leaves^ her fingers being all over flour. In vuln she 
protested that it was an oflcnce extraordinary, and 
bat the pudding should not he the worse for it 
He lakes an unfair advantage, and brings her out to 
us in the garden » holding her by the helpless arms^ 
upon which, what does my lady, but suddenly slip 
iside, smear his ears all over witli the flour, and 

Rteamper away t But I shall never make an end if I 
say more. 

Now, what does any bachelor say to such a cottage 
with such a mistress ? Is it not a pretty mistyre of 
the polite and the rustic ? I once heard a nobleman 
observe, that it %vas natural to men of rank to like 
peasant girh, and for plebeians to like ladies. I am 
not of his opinion* I think that whenever men prefer 
women of an inferior station — (unless they do it for 
the sake of a libertine variety, or because they have 
undergone some particular disgust) — it is owing to 
want of ad^lress- The peasant renders them bolder* 
Their superior itation enables them to substitute airs 

Lof condescension and familiarity, for approaches which 
bey know not how to manage. But nothing is so de- 
lightful in a woman, as a mixture of habitoid gentility 
with the simple and healthy tastes which might adorn 
the heroines of a genuine pastoral. The I^eggy of 
Allan Ramsay is a promising specimen* If 1 had 
married out of the Lizard family in the Guardian — 
(which, by the way, isthe sort of family I spoke of in 
my last) — I should have wished Miss CorneEa to 
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have more of " the Sparkler" in her compositionf or 
the Sparkler more of Cornelia. Since I saw them 
last, they both want mending a little. I used to prefer 
the Sparkler, till she made that unsparkling observar 
tion in No. 31 ; which, however, I trust the self-love 
of the old gentleman induced him to misrepresent. 
But Mrs. Cornelia's romance, in the same number, 
would have been more to my taste, had she acknowl- 
edged at once, that she intended to make somebody 
happy, instead of beating about the bush in that 
manner.* 



* The old gentleman referred to above is Nestor Ironside, the imaginary 
writer of the Guardian. The account of the Lisard fiimilyis by Steele. This is 
his character of the Sparkler: **Mrs. Mary, th6 youngest daughter, whom 
they rally and call Mrs. Ironside, because I have named her the Sparkler, is the 
very quintessence of good nature and generosity ; she b the perfect picture of her 
grandfather ; and if one can imagine all good qualities which adorn human life 
become feminine, the seeds, nay, the blossom of th^n, are apparent in Mrs. 
Mary." Here is what he says of Mrs., or, as we should call her. Miss Cornelia : 
" Mrs. Cornelia passes away her time very much in reading, and that with so great 
an attention that it gives her the air of a student, and has an ill e£kct upon her, 
as she is a fine young woman ; the giddy part of the sex will have it she is in love ; 
none will allow that she affects so much being alone, but for want of particular com- 
pany. I have railed at romances before her, for fear of her falling into those deep 
studies : she has fallen in with my humor that way for the tilhe, but I know not 
how, my prohibition has, it seems, only excited her curiosity ; and I am afraid she 
is better read than I know oC for she said of a glass of water in which she was going 
to wash her hands after dinner, dipping her fingers with a pretty lovely air, * It is 
crystalline.* I shall examine farther, and wait for clearer proofs." Here is 
also the Sparkler's "unsparkling observation," made in the course of some 
profitable conversation upon happiness: "My favorite, the Sparkler, with an 
air of innocence and modesty, which is peculiar to her, said that she never ex- 
pected such a thing as happiness, and that she thought the most any one could 
do was to keep themselves fi-om being uneasy ; for, as Mr. Ironside has often 
told us, says she, we should endeavor to be easy here, and happy hereafter," 
The romantic Cornelia /*was for living in a wood among choirs of birds, with 
s^byrs, echoes^ and rivulets to make up the concort She would not seem to 
include a husband in her scheme, but at the same time talked of cooing turdosk 
nuMsy baoky, and beds of violtts, that one might eas&y parctxy irtlft was' &ot 
irithflit tteiii^ oCrooiDptBiai is Jher mH^^ 
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J*eo veux anx femmes de villace, 
Je n'adme plus en autre part ; 

La nature en leur beaux visages 
Fait la figoe aux secrets de I'art 



TRANSLATION. 

Helens, Qelias, Orianasi 
I am no longer of your train ; 

Far from me be your soltanaa^ 
With their'splendor, proud and Tain. 

I can love, and feel a passion ; 

But no more I place my bliss 
Upon dames of lofty stations. 

Who descend from Amadis. 

Long live Alice, Barbara, Molly I 
Girls whose little simple hearts 

Never went to school with folly 
To pick up your airs and arts. 

Strong and fresh with healthy duties, 
Theirs the tint is, theirs the bloom ; 

When the rouges adjust their beauties, 
Fields are all their dressing-room. 

They, good creatures, keep no man in 
VUe suspense, to show their power ; 

None need lose their breath with running 
After them, from hour to hour. 

Farewell, ladies, patch'd and pamted. 
Who beneath your stately clothes 

Hide but limbs with luxury tainted. 
Bodies fit to scare the crows. 

Morning eyes and milkmaid feces 
Henceforth rule an honest heart : 

Nature, in their rustic graces, 
Snaps her fingers at your art 
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THE BEAXJTY WHO WAS TOLD TO BE PROUD. 

Jeune Beant^ doit, dit-on, 

Etre otgtteilleusette ; 
On reconnait k ce too 

Noble pucellette. 

Hier au hasard me leva! 

D^s la mating ; 
Au jardin me prpmenv 

Dessoos la feuill^ 

Di^ me couchais parmi 

La naissante berbette, 
Quand je vis mon doux ami 

Cueillant la fleurette. 

Comment gronder un amant 

De sa diligence ? 
J'^outais son compliment 

Avec complaisance. 

D*un bouquet il me fit don, 

Simplette, doucette; 
J'oubliai cette le^on, 

Que I'on m'avait faite. 

Jeune Beaut^ doit, dit-on, 

Etre orgueilleusette ; 
On reconnait h ce ton ' 

Noble pucellette. 



TRANSLATION. 

A beauty ought, they say, 

To be a little proud ; 
It is the only way 

To know her from the crowd. 

I rose at early morning, 
Upon this truth intent, 

And down the garden turning. 
Beneath the trees I went 

I laid me in the bloom, 
Among the grassy bowers. 

And saw my lover come, 
A-gathering of flowers. 

8 
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How oonld a lady look 
On sodi a wrark askance? 

His compliments I took, 
I own, with cnmplaJMnce. 

A bunch of flowos he gave me 
From his own coat-button, 

And, as I hapt to save me^ 
My less<m was forgotten. 

Good Lord I and yet they say 
A beanty should be proud ; 

It is the only way 
To know her from' the crowd. 



MISCELLANEOUS 

ESSAYS AND SKETCHES. 



Peace be with the soul of that charitable and courteona author who mtroduoed 
the ingeniout way of niicelUneoiu writing. — SHAmstimT. 



Essays and Sketches. 



PERSONAL REMINISCENCES OF LORDS. 



THE first time we saw any Lords, we were too 4 
young to receive such impressions of them as" 
should remain in after life. The earliest man of any 
note we remember, was an American projector, wlio 
had a talent for ship-building. We were told of the 
extraordinary things he could do to make ships sail 
fust and well ; and him we have never forgotten. We 
have his face this minute before us* 

The next time we were blessed with the sight of 
Right Honorable and Most Noble faces, was in the 
House of Lords itself* We had just been shown tlie 
House of Connmons, where the nonchalant appear- 
ance of a few members, with their hats on, lounging 
upon tlie benches, struck us as no very dignified sight, 
though we thought them sharp looking men and 
mrghtliy unatfectcd. From there we were taken to 
see the Lords ; and we statCj with perfect candor, the 
Eipression they made on us, when we say that they 
dkcd like a parcel of linen-drapers. If the Com- 
mons were free and easy* we expected to find the 
X.ihjit Lords nnble and lordly ; we thought we should 
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see the dignity which we missed among the others. 
Not an atom of it Both houses, it is true, were very 
thinly attended, and the most dignified members of 
both may have been absent ; but we found that a 
number of lords might be collected and not look a 
bit superior to any other collection of decent men. 
We had absolutely seen our chamberlain of London 
a few days before, who surpassed every man of them 
in dignity of appearance. Nor had we any prejudice 
against lords. On the contrary, our prejudice was 
in their favor, and we were greatly disappointed. 
"What!" said we to ourselves, "are these lords? 
Why, they look like men just come from behind 
counters, and those of the least manly description." 
It was the fashion at that time to wear light-colored 
small clothes and white stockings, and this custom 
added to the effeminacy of their appearance. But 
their faces! What poor-looking expression was 
there ! What weakness ! What a negation of all 
purpose and energy ! We came away, quite morti- 
fied for our chivalrous notion of the peerage, — of 
the relations of the Bolingbrokes and Peterborough s, 
and never heartily recovered the impression after- 
wards. 

From time to time we were shown a lord in a 
stage-box or on horseback. They were nothing 
different from other men, except that we fancied 
a look of higher self-possession, -^ perhaps because 
they were lords. Doubtless there was often a con- 
scious look which the spectator might take for self- 
possession, or assumption, or pride, or dignity, 
according to his preconceived notions. Pope talked 
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of tiie " nobleman look,** but said that Wycherley had 
it as well as Bolingbroke, which shows that it had 
nothjtig to do with rank.* He meant the look of 
self-possession, in its most graceful aspect* The per- 
son the niost answering to the received idea of a 
nobleman, whom we ever saw, was the late Duke of 
Graftoni We remember him coming out of the UnJ* 
tiirian chapel in Essex Street^ with his staid gloved 
hands, tall person, hook nose, and cocked hat snr- 
mounting all, like the father of a generation of Sir 
Charles Grandisons. Junius would have given a dif- 
ferent account of his inner tiobiUtyi It was consci- 
entious in him, however, to go to the Essex Street 
Chapel, and he was a very respectable-looking man, 
— ttoi in the gig-keeping sense* 

Lord Castlercagh, the only time we saw him, — 
which was many years before his deaths — struck ns 
us being something of a dandy* He was in nankeen 
pantaloons and a green coat; but he had as fine a 
face as man could well have, with little intellect in it. 
If nobility could have a patent faoe, — a countenance 
appropriated to rank, apart from the look of wit and 
talent, ^ — it would look like him. But then he had 
been occupied in important work. No lord looks 
good for anything who is a mere lord, and by far the 
greatest number we have seen were of this class. 
Lord Eldon, who is a judge, and of plebeian origin, 
casts as fine an eye upon you in passing along the 
strrets some years ago, as could be looked for in a 
** learned gentleman ; " anjl yet law has made it come 
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to nothing. Lord Ellenborough had the glance of a 
clever man, but his face was clouded with a look of 
burly stubbornness. The face of the nobleman we 
have always looked at with the greatest interest is 
Lord Holland's. We felt thankful for his elegant 
literature, his advocacy of liberal opinions, and above 
all, his never-failing protests in the House of Lords 
when an ignorant or ungenerous measure was car- 
ried. But we have seen him only at a distance. Let 
his black eyes and his shrewd looks, however, say 
what they may, they say nothing in behalf of his 
rapk : for he is a wit, and could do without it. 

We were once going down Bedford Row, when we 
saw a little mean-looking man ascend the steps of a 
house, give a good knock, and ask the footman a 
question. The footman answered with a. face, the 
expression of which amounted to contempt. It was 
as much to say, " What does such a shabby-looking 
fellow as you want with my master, and why do you 
take upon yourself to give such a knock ? " The little 
man, turning to gcf away, took out a card, and gave it 
the footman. The reader should have seen the fel- 
low's manner at sight of this card ! He saw " Lord " 
upon it ; and his face, shoulders, arms, legs, and soul 
fell instantly into a profound respect and humiliated 
repentance. We omit this lord's name, but nobody, 
most assuredly, would have taken him for a noble- 
man,- — unless, indeed, a footman might have done 
so ; for footmen, being conversant with lords, ought 
to know of what aspects they are capable. 

Not long after this we happened to sit next a lord 
in a box, who swore much at a debutante in a com- 
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, and ftaid she was the ** d — de&t impitdent little 
tfevil he ever s^iw in his life/' At the same dme he 
clsipped a speech of Iiers with £is mu4:h encrg^y as his 
ban lis coiild hring together, for he too was a fr^igile 
tittle fellow. We heggcd lo know the reason of this 
apparent contradicri^jti ; and he said, *"*" O, I like her 
impudence of nil thtngg ; it's deviUiib amusing." 
This was candid, and we hnd nothing to object* It 
was also professional, — of the ** order," — for it up- 
held claims without merit, and stood by a sort of 
*' privilege of peerage,** — the right that impudence 
has to be on a par with impudence. 

The next lord we remember seeing, whose patent 
was put to the test, was the colonel of a body of vol- 
unteers, who were assembled in the courtyard of a 
great house in Piccadilly, m expectation of seeing, 
him for the first time* Suddenly it was announced 
that he was coming. The great gates were thrown 
opcH) tlie band struck up, the regiment presented 
arms: enter my lord on a white charger, and, by way 
of introduction to his men, is pitched right over the 
horse's head- Thus (as the moral of a fable would 
say) the being a lord does not render a man a good 1 
horseman any more than it renders him modest, or 
wise, or handsome, or strong, or genteel, or even 
such a man as can be safe in the experience of a 
footman. 

We were standing once at a book sale behind two 
gentlemen, one of whom, by his voice, we recog- 
nized to be the late John Kemble. The other was of 
the feanie stature as the actor, not so gentlemanly 
in appearance, and had his hat eet knowingly on the 
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top of his head. Mr. Kemble, addressing him as 
" My Lord," made us curious to see his face. The 
actor's face we saw very well. It was turned side- 
wise towards the great unknown, exhibiting all the 
dignity of its Roman profile ; and the tone, high in 
dignity as in sound, in which the actor spoke, inter- 
ested us extremely, considering the rank of the person 
he was conversing with. On a sudden this person 
turned rapidly towards his acquaintance, exhibiting 
his profile in turn, and letting us into the secret of 
his voice. The effect was ludicrous. The noble- 
man's person had given us a manly idea of him 
enough, though there was a dandyism in his bearing 
not of the genteelest kind ; but his face ! and his 
voice ! The first was like a premature old woman's, 
the second worthy of it, — at once high, mumbling, 
and gabbling. A little staring eye surmounted this 
odd imbecility. He rapidly uttered a few shuffling 
sentences, forming a most singular contrast with the 
lofty and measured tones of the actor ; and we thought 
how much better the latter would have acted the 
nobleman off the stage than the former upon it. How 
ludicrous, indeed, the noble lord would have appeared 
in any serious character, on or off! 

The next time we fell in company with a lord, he 
was talking on the subject of art, which he did very 
badly. We did not know who he was, nor was 
he acquainted with all the persons present. Some- 
body made a remark in dissent ; we expressed (in all 
civility) our agreement with it. The stranger, who 
had a very insipid countenance, said nothing, but con- 
trived to throw into his face an air of nonchalant 
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assumptioni which appeared very oddi The secret 
was explained when we learnt who he was. But are 
these, we thought* the manners of high life? Are 
such the people that think to dispense with objectian, 
and are these the faces their absurdity begets them ? 
Who would have known this lord from an arrogant, 
mean citi^^en ? His appearance is not a jot better* 

Does the reader remember a little, withered old 
map, who used to emerge on f\ne days into his bal* 
cony in Piccadilly^ take a chair there, 

** Atskd sun himsetf in Huncamunca's eyes ** ? 

His business, it was said, \vas to watch the ankles of 
the ladies and the conscious giggle of the serving- 
maids. But he mixed it with wiser matten He 
was taking a ^' reverend care of his health*" Stones 
of milk bivths were told bj the smiling passengers, 
of the doctor ever in attendance, and of the good 
done to old gentlemen by the company of pleasing 
faces and milk-maid breaths, without of necessity 
involving anything erroneous. This old lord (the 
Duke of QLieensbury) had been a great turf*man in 
his youth ; wc know not what he was famous for in 
more advanced life- In old age he was eminent for 
sitting in a balcony and looking stupid. He was 
immensely rich. He probably could have had eighty 
ihoosand beefsteaks for his dinner every day. The 
money for these he left at his banker's* while he dab- 
bled with a little spoon-meat, and his neighbors toiled 
all day to get a steak for their wives and children. 
We leave this point to the reader's reflection. — 
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A LETTER 

On, to, and By the Book-Personage known 

BY THE Name op " The Reader." 

DEAR Sir, or very dear Madam : Among the 
various phenomena of the literary world (to 
begin in proper book style), you have heard, doubt- 
less, of editors who write letters to themselves, and 
are very much their humble servants, f Quidnunc," 
and " Philalethes." In other times the highest and 
the lowest periodical writers were equally given to 
this species of correspondence; the former in tlie 
excess of their wit, the latter because they get nobody 
but themselves to be their Constant Readers.* Of 
late years, such is the exuberance of literature, in Mr. 
Jerdan's, as well as the grammatical sense of the 
word, that we believe the custom survives with none 
but the very newest and worst setters-up of a publica- 
tion. These gentlemen, here and there, are still 
auto-epistolary. One of them is his own " Impartial 
Observer," and differs with himself, " though with 

• Mr. Spectator gleefully confesses that he is guilty of writing letters to him- 
self. ** I often choose," he says, "this way of casting my thoughts into a letter, 
for the following reasons. First, out of the policy of thfise who try their jest 
upon another before they own it themselves. Secondly, because I would extort 
a little praise trom such who will never applaud anything whose author is known 
and certain. Thirdly, because it gave me an opportunity of introducing a great 
variety of characters into my works, which could not have been done had I 
always written in the person of the Spectator. Fourthly, because the dignity 
spectatorial would have suffered had I published as from myself those severe 
ludicrous compositions which I have ascribed to fictitious names and characttrs.*' 
Soectator, No. 542. — Ed. 
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defereoce to his superior jadgment," Aijother is 
happy to subscribe to his own opinion, being; at the 
same time, a siibscriber to his ** interesting miscel- 
lany;*' and a third, sitting in his editor's room, and 
despairing of success with his " widely-circulated 
journal," is his *' sincere well-wisher and admirer, 
Thomas Jones* Appleby." A certain description of 
gentlemen '* about town'* are said to have made great 
use of this epistolary talent* nnd been half the wo- 
men of ihek acquaintance ; and a tribe of doctors^ 
resembling them, have been enabled to bear such 
grateful testimony to their own merits as to acquire 
an esttcnsive correspondence of the ordinary' kindTand 
write themselves into an equipage and a nnmsjonp 

But yon have yet to learn that a man may write a 
letter to himself and not be aware of it ; nay, that all 
his readers but one may join him in the correspon- 
deoce, and all be in the same predicament. You are 
now this minute doing it, so are they ; and, what is 
more, myself, who am the sole exception, are you 
and tlicy too* I am the editor and all his readers* I 
am a lady of quality and a blacksmith j I am a sol- 
dier, and at the same time a clergyman ; a dandy and 
u quaker ; an old lady and a young one ; a man of 
yesterday, and yet Martial addressed epigrams to me j 
an intimate friend of Sophocles, and yet Sir Walter 
is continually bespeaking my good opinion* In short, 
[ am the little, big, slender, robust, young, old, rich, 
plain, poor, handsome, male^ fcmnlei and neuter per- 
sonage, known by the name of "' The Reader/' I 
mm you^ Reader, whatever ^o\x may think of it^ and 
you are nil of us* Yon address your prefaces to m€. 
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and have others addressed, for the same reason, to 
yourself. I am the Benevolent Reader of the old 
books; also the Courteous, the Indulgent, and the 
Impartial, but, above all, the Discerning. The affec- 
tation of independence in modern writers has induced 
them to leave off addressing me by some of these 
epithets, yet my good word is still bespoken as the 
Indulgent and the Candid ; and if I am not always 
styled the Discerning, it is not the less given me to 
understand that I am so. I should like to see the 
author that ventured to treat me otherwise. It is 
true, a hint is now and then ventured about " com- 
monplace readers," and " readers of the ordinary 
description : " but these are mere words. I will ven- 
ture to affirm, that if the Reader ever chose to inquire 
whether it was he that was intended by those petulant 
appellations, the writer would infallibly say no. The 
Reader is always treated with respect. The least 
thing said to him, is, that he is " requested : " — the 
Reader is requested to do so and so ; to " observe," 
or to '' bear in mind." It is also asked whether he 
will be " kind enough " or " good enough " to do this 
and that. Furthermore, being a man, he is of ne- 
cessity a gentleman, as surely as the cobbler before 
the hustings ; and inasmuch as he is of the female sex, 
he is fair ; — the fair Reader ; — " our fair Readers 
will do us the honor to observe,". &c. 

It is in this corporate character that I now address 
you. Being The Reader^ I am everybody who reads, 
and therefore may safely speak in the first person ; 
for nobody quarrels with himself in the person of an- 
other, however willing he may be to contemplate his 
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merits in him ; at least, it requires a rare stretch of 
philosophy to do so, and the modesty is sure lo be 
accompanied by something that consoles it. 

As a reader of a ripe age, who was deep in the 
gilt nursery books of the last centur)% it may be al- 
lowed me to regret the cessation of those quaint old 
drcamis of wood-cuts, now confined to ballads on the 
walls, or only reprinted for the benefit of the curious* 
I acknowledge the superiority of the present engrav- 
ings, and allow our new infant self, if he has any taste 
for the fine arts (which is not always the case), to 
"quiz" the stuck-up attitudes, blotted eyes, and im- 
possible legs and arms of our old King Pepins and 
worthy London apprentices. But there was some- 
thing remote and ideal in those very deficiencies in 
the likeness to things known. Suc/i a London ap- 
prentice as that m/g-ki^ for aught you know\ thrust 
his arms down the throat of tw^o lions-, conveniently 
gaping on each side of him, and pluck out then* hearts. 
Such a little boy as King Pepin, all eye and flapped 
waistcoat, might come to be a man wonderful, and 
ride in his coach. We do not defend the rewards 
generally promised in the infant literature of that 
period^ such as coaches and great puddings, though 
the private taste seems to he a good deal that way 
stilh Neither v*ill we stand by the morality of Master 
Jemmy the bad boy, and Master Jacky the good one, 
the former K^i whom is bound to be eaten by lions, 
while the latter becomes Lord Mayor; for it is now 
doubted by philosophers in the city, whether every 
Lord Mayor was a good little boy \ and also, whether 
every naughty boy goes to Africa or comes to ttie 
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poorhouse. Such deterniinations of events will n/*!* 
be allowed in this refining age, philosophers them- 
selves being sometimes poor, and rich men not always 
having been good. We are aware that the great eye 
of this generation looks rather to the general good 
than the particular example of success, and inculcates 
a handsome prudence, which, allowing folly its ex- 
cesses, saves it from bad blood, and encourages it to 
grow wiser. We have nothing to say against that ; 
but still we may be allowed to admire the picture- 
cuts of Master Jemmy and Master Jacky, now so 
happy at home, playing their battledoor and shuttle- 
cock, and then both, methinks, so unhappy after- 
wards, — the one devoured by roaring lions, and the 
other stuck up in his fine coach without his brother. 
To the impressive dead bodies of " Smith, Jones, and 
Robinson," in Mr. Dilworth's Spelling-Book (was it 
not? ), who would swim in the water when they were 
told to remain on dry land, and to the awful admon- 
itory figure of the schoolmaster in his cocked hat, 
with one finger up, we cannot refuse our respect. It 
is somewhat begged of us, we grant, by early habit, 
and by the sight of those stark-naked, pale pieces of 
stiffness on the ground ; to say nothing of the warm and 
well-clothed teacher. " The great teacher. Death," 
and the hardly inferior solemnity of the teacher aca- 
demical, divide the awfulness between them. Other- 
wise we could have wished that Death and a little 
daring had not been brought so peremptorily together. 
But things may have been good at a former period 
which are not desirable at present. 
As " the reader " of the present times, nothing 
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comes amiss to us. We find all ages and conditions 
agreeably lumped up together in the food provided for 
them. The liltie children*s books arc fit for grown 
people to read \ and the grown people are obliged to 
be universal in their knowledge, for fear of not h:iving 
aosvH^ers to give to the little children. Pictures also, 
the realization of the dreams of books, abound more 
than even 

Even our amiable old friend, the Elements of Mo* 
rality, rich with its ^* fifty copper plates," as nothing 
to the "* one hundred lind fift) " in a modern volume 
of Arabian Nights; and then for cheapness, we have 
the same delicious work for five and sis^pcnce ; all 
Shakespeare for ten shillings^ and loads of acted 
plays and farces at threepence the set, like ginger- 
bread. As to songs, "we get Iheni at a penny the 
hundred* Fd be aBiitterBy is about the value of a 
\irafer and a half, and go is that public piece of pri* 

tcy, O, no, we never mention Her, which piece of 
rve, when it first came out, we heard two fellows 
whispering in the ear of the town along Regent Street, 
with all the delicacy of a couple of gongs. 

We ate afraid there may appear some confusion in 
this letter between the reference to our general char- 
acter as ** The Reader" and our own particular book 
inclinations. But somcthi ng of this must be pisrdoned, 
if It be not of too exclusive a description, T^e J^edder^ 
after alU is a human being, and must sometimes be 
content to represent particular bodies of men rather 
than the whole fortuitous world of perusers* Above 
ail, it is to be presumed that he is a genuine Reader; 
— that is to say, really fond of books; and as fiuch, 

9 
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there are many feelings which he will have in com- 
mon with the whole genus of bookworms. There is 
sometimes a false The Reader^ — that is to say, one 
who is appealed to by authors whom nobody reads, 
or who is a mere chance taker-up of a book, in which 
he has no more right to recognize himself under that 
title than a fly who should walk over it. Mr. Jacob, 
an unheard-of name in our times, was a reader of this 
sort a hundred years ago ; and our friend Mr. Jerdan 
is one at present. I shall, therefore, proceed to con- 
sider myself in one light as the Reader appealed to by 
authors ; in another, as the Reader fond of reading 
them. 

And here, my dear friends, I cannot but lament the 
cessation of those pleasing epithets of Benevolent 
and Candid, which I have before mentioned, and 
which tended to keep up the good qualities they 
spoke of. It was easy to see whether the author was 
trying to cajole us, or only paying the proper compli- 
ment to our virtue. If he was a good fellow, it was 
all as it should be ; if otherwise, he was only in the 
right with regard to ourselves; we^ the Reader, were 
still candid, and benevolent, and intelligent, but we 
smiled at his endeavors to deceive us, and called to 
mind what the philosopher says about hypocrisy, — 
" the homage which vice pays to virtue." It is true, 
we dismissed the man a little more charitably than 
might have been the case had he been less civil ; but 
charity is desirable towards everybody.* 

• " Why is it that we hear no more of Gentle Readers ? " asks Southey. in The 
Doctor. " Is it that, having become critical in this age of magazines and re- 
views, they have ceased to be gentle? But all are not critical'* With vAaX 
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Z^ec/ar henevoie had a pretty sound in Latin; so 
had cmmdide and amice, ^^ To the Reader '* is i>ot so 
well ; Jt is too unceremoniQus, or, at least, unsociah 
There is neither re&pect nor cordiality in it; and* 
somehow, to an Englishman, the Itaiian ^ cki ^e^g'c 
sounds worse. Neither is ** Advertisement '* alto- 
g€th*?r to be approved ; — •' Advertisement to the 
Reader;*' it is too djy and ofFicjul, In l^rench it 
looks hardly decent — Avis au iccieur, I am aware 
that the same words in ditFerent languages have dif- 
ferent shades of meaning, but the root is the same* 
'* Advice to the Reader ** is to be found in old Eng- 
lish hooks* The French phrase has even passed 
into a proverb. It means putting a man on his guard. 
This, to be sure. Is a useful proceeding with some 
books, and would be more so if other people, insteiul 
of d>c author, had the writing of the advice. Hov/ 
pleiisant it would he to be able to preface onc*B ene- 
my's book with such a warning: to forestall a criti- 
cism, or give a notice *' Sur la vie et ics ouvra^es,'* 
Misery man his tyitm otker mans preface would be 
handsome dealing. 



i^' ' ■ .i bujnor H^tvUionsijei in Uu* preface to The Marble 

1 ..t of frknds, Uiat brother of i lie soul," the Gentle 

k-___.. 1 ,.^-,„JsioD of prelacti* recognriyd ihia genl^ pcraonage," 

U« Kijn, **ai 'the Kind Readart' the *Gejak ReadtTp' the 'Bdoved.* the "In 
f*ldg)ent,* or» *t coldesi^ the ' Humored ReaderK' to whotn the ptim old author 
wai matit to mAe his preliminary expUnationii anrl aprtlogiea, with the certainty 
^kil ^^^f would b£ fAVorably received. 1 never pcrioually eiiDDunt^^red, nor 
'eipondecl through' the post with ikis representative e^Sreqcc of all dEilightful 
Ifictrrahle qualities vi^hkh a r«iidcr ciiq pmqeat. But, forttuaiely for myself, 
MrTirr hi, ^-.-tnri- coti^bdcd hJiii to bfi luerrly a mytbic ch^irocter. I hati 
a] i;; his actual exbtence, and wrote (of hini year aRcf ^^^^ 

di^ It eye: ttf the Public (as well it mi^bt]! alm<»tt utterly over- 
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During the period when Latin was the common 
tongue of literature, and it required scholarship to 
read as well as write a book, it is agreeable to see the 
importance which the Reader bore in the mind of 
everybody connected with the work, — autlior, print- 
er, and publisher. The book was, perhaps, dedi- 
cated to some lord or great man, some Illustrissimo^ 
whose light has long since disappeared ; or some Vir 
Amflissimus of a Dutchman. He was the ostensible 
patron. The titles were set forth in a grotesque of 
Dutch and Latin, rich as the efflorescence of his coat 
of arms ; and perhaps his arms themselves were 
added, thirsty with leopard's faces, and threatening 
with daggers. But he was not " The Reader." Not 
he. Perhaps he could not read the work. Lords in 
those times were not the wits and geniuses they are 
now. Some little preface by itself was pretty sure to 
be added lectori benevolo^ bespeaking his good opin- 
ion with a tibi comniendo^ and reminding him of it 
with a vale I We, " The Reader," now almost swal- 
lowed up in that more formidable noun of multitude, 
the Reading Public, were then one of a select portion 
of society, like the doctors of a university ; and 
though we acknowledge ourselves reasonably lost 
among the many, and, indeed, assisted in bringing 
about the great light that has put out our college 
lamps, we cannot but take a pleasure in turning over 
those evidences of our old importance, and fancying 
ourselves bowing like a polite judge on the bench to 
the appeals of our learned brothers the Elzevirs and 
the Giunti. This is one of the secrets of the link be- 
tween the Bibliomaniacs and saner readers. Any 
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book was worth something in those times; and, by 

ihe courtesy of scholastic habits, it remiiins so sUlU 
But rarity made it n great cJcal more so, and therefore 
nothing is so precious to tiie Bibhomaniac as the pos- 
session of a T£irc C(^py» It diminis^hes the advantages 
of the rest of the world ; — gives him a value in his 
t>wn eyes wliich he could not otherwise possess. We 

P-do not say this invidiously. Partaking to a certain 
flegreeof the Bibliomaniac ourselves, and at the same 
time being liberal-minded towards all the world in 
our capacity of iAe /deader universal, we live, either 
to vindicate our dusty superiority, or allow our ab- 
sorption in the common wit, just as the w^him is upon 
ns J and as so many books are venerable in our eye*, 
every 6o&k^ in some measure, becomes so by reason 
of its book-nature. Bi^iophiius sum; nihil biblici 
a ntB aiiennm puto. Only let a writer address us 
handsomelvi and it is hard if w^e do not find some- 
thing to commend in his work, even should it be only 
in the address. We confess that we love to respond 
to those deferential appeals made to our wisdom and 
good qualities. Notiiing csin be said out Joud between 
author and reader ; but the sympathy is not the less 

L understood* *'' The Reader/' says the author, *' will 
bave the goodness/* — we Am^e the goodness* *^ The 
Reader will undoubtedly perceive," — undoubtedly 
we do perceive* ** We need not inform the intelli- 
gent Reader,'* -— you certainly need not j but let ns 
have it. 

Good-natured Ovid is the earliest writer we can 
call to mind, who established a direct intercourse be- 
tween the Reader and himself* We feel all the differ- 
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ence he describes between our comfortable situation 
at home, and his cold and solitary exile ; and doubly 
sympathize with the man, from the compliment paid 
us by so famous a poet. It is the only instance of ^ 
the kind we recollect, in which Rome cuts a domes- 
tic figure in one's imagination, instead of being the 
great domineering city, paraded by consuls, and 
looking warlike or Ciceronian. For Pliny, somehow, 
does not make us enter cordially into his fine houses. 
We, the Reader, were then a wit and fine gentleman 
about town, under the eye of Augustus; hatless, and 
gowned ; and, as Arbuthnot says of that prince, with- 
out glass to one's windows or a shirt to one's back. 
The Reader, to wit, ourself, need not be informed, 
that ancient reading, being in manuscript, was much 
more confined than it is at present. In Greece we 
were a philosopher, an historian, a poet ; latterly a 
grammarian, a collector of epigrams, or a mystic. 
What are ordinary readers now were then listeners 
to the poet's lyrics, or audiences at an Olympic game 
or a theatre. And it was the same in the age of chiv" 
airy. Hence the addresses of the poets to their 
harps and audiences. Milton covenanted with us 
(" the Knowing Reader ") for the performance in due 
time of an epic poem ; but when he had gloriously re- 
deemed his promise, he spoke of us as an auditor ; —^ 
^^ Fit aud/ence find though few." For a long time 
we were either a professed minstrel, or else a clerk or 
ecclesiastically learned person, as distinguished from 
the laity. Chaucer and others helped to extend our 
jurisdiction. Our friend Caxton, in the reign of Ed- 
ward the Fourth, addressed bi^ Hi^tpry pf Prince 
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Arthur to us^ under the tttle of "* the Christian Read* 
er," By this time we hud included the people of 
quaht}, both male and feniale, to whom he :iccord- 

ngly proceeds to address himself, Tht^se gave rise 
the term "^ Gentle Readers," our gentleness at that 
lime coiifeistin^-f not in its modern etfeminate qualities, 
hut in hiiving high blood in us, and bein^ qualified 
to knock people on the head- Caxton, however, 
judicionsly distinguishes between such as ""^ desire 
to rem] ** and such as *■- desire to hear read/* By a 
subserjuent edition of this work, it may be i^een how 
we had increased our body corporate among the ple- 
beians ; for the edttor takes upon himself to be in- 
solent. *^ Thus/' says he^ ^^ reader, I leave thee at 
thy pleasure to read, but not to judge, except thou 
iud^Q with understanding; The ass*' (think of that 

aid nowadays to *• the reading public 1") *^ is no 
competent judge between the owl and the nightin- 
gale, for the sweetness of their voices ; cloth of arras 
or hangings of tapestry are not fit to adorn a kitch- 
en ; no more are kettles, pots, and spits to hang in a 
lady^s bed-chamber ; neither is it becoming for a man 
to censure that which his ignorance cannot perceive, 
I-Or his pride and mid ice prejudicate or cavil at," - — This 

clliDW must hfjve been a knight, at least* 

An author who is uneasy with his readers has gen- 
erally good reason to be so* We like him in propor- 
tion as he js the reverse ; that is to say. provided he is 
worthy of our compatiy ; and more especially, if as in 
Ovid*8 case» he does it honor. With what reverence 
do we not receive those personal communications 
vouchsafed us by iuch writers as Mil ton « and imper> 
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tinently called impertinences by the critics ! How 
we love them in writers of a tenderer cast, and en- 
joy their gayety in the more lively ! Scaliger, speak- 
ing of the delightful egotism of Montaigne (would 
that all good authors were as modest as he, and not 
afraid of committing their dignity !), asks " what the 
devil it signifies whether he liked this wine or that?" 
It signifies that he understood the social part of us, 
and that he was not an arrogant critic, who thought 
himself tod good for his readers. When Fielding 
arrests the progress of one of his narratives to tell us 
of the little parlor in which he was writing with his 
children about him, how thankful do we not feel for 
his good-natured humanity in thus letting us into his 
domestic difficulties, — in giving the picture at once 
the zest of a pain and the cordiality of a pleasure ! 
How does it not make us wish, that all men, not ill- 
inclined, could know and understand one another; 
could see how much pain they can endure, and how 
much pleasure bestow ! 

" The Reader's " loss of consequence nowadays, 
as we have before observed, is his gain ; that is to say, 
" The Reader " is going out, because all are readers. 
The newspapers and magazines speak of us as " our 
readers." We are sometimes directly called " the pub- 
lic," and scavengers and beadles address us, with talents 
that used to be confined to the clergy. Still there is 
" The Reader" properly so called, that is to say, the 
Reader genuine and fond of reading; and as such we 
have still our tastes and our distinctions. We often 
read at breakfast and tea ; are sometimes observed 
reading even in the streets, — not out of ostentation, 




but because we cannot leave our friend at home : nay, 
if dining^ alone, we like to have the book open beside 
*BS» or will stick it up against the loaf, and devour 
salad and Sir Walter at the same time* 

We find no obstacles in the streets. We thread the 
multitude as easily as a fish does the sea among his 
fdlows^ or a blind bat avoids chairs and tables in a 
room. We keep a sort of eye, without seeing it, to 
the gutter ; and have the path down a hill before ns, 
without trying to keep it** We prefer, however, 
green lanes, or a lane with bookstalls, stopping occa- 
sionally to compare notes with the blackbirds, and 
nlways stopping to look at the books. In the latter 
cast% we make a display of the volume in our hand, 
lest the stall-man should coiifuund it with one of his 
own* If we put it in our pocket, %ve fancy he will 
see it sticking out as we move olT, and make hasty 

earcb before we get out of sight. We fancy he will 

nnk it a Waller, "' price gd.,*' or a description of the 
German Spa, or Marcus Antoninus's Meditations, or 

Dme modern writer (perhaps ourself!), *' same as 

ells at five shillings I ^* 

A lounge in summer against a bank or the new- 
mown hay, has been too often described to be dwelt 
on* In doors, if the season be fine and warm, a sofa 



• Herctu difiEeTingt from boolt-loviTig Charles Laiiil\, wba, iti hU Delackcd 
^TlMHjghts ott Books aiid Reading, sdy^ '* I am not much a friend to oul-of-duon 
I cannot settle my ipirits to it. t knoi^ lii Unitarian miniBtcr, vthf> 
nMy to ha ^een. upoti StiQW HiLl (as yet Skinner's Street was not), be- 
lle hottrs of teo and eJev«i in tjie tnoruing, studying a volume &f Lardii<r, 
hti to bivc Ueen a stram of abstr^clltiu b«yaji4 my reach, I used to 
nirtf how he sidtsd alirmgi keepiog dear nf scciikir contacts, An ilCiterate un- 
jjftf wTili a porter's knot, or a bfead-b.tskt^t, woukl have quitkly put to t!ighl 
|i«!soTogy 1 xm master of^ and have tefi me wtirie ihap indiffEfeut to the 
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is the thing, after a walk, with the bahny substitution 
of slippers for boots, and a new work to begin ; or, say, 
the fifth chapter of a new novel, where you turned 
down a leaf, and were at a most interesting passage. 
The ivory knife to cut open the leaves with, is also 
pleasing. We cannot but think there is a kind of 
sensual pleasure in it. We must not dwell upon the 
pleasure of reading in bed, turning first one elbow 
and then the other, and finally lying upon one's back, 
wondering we did not choose that happy posture at 
once. The custom is dangerous, and conscientious 
readers leave it off, if they are not sure the candle will 
be put out. A book behind the pillow for morning, 
is another thing ; or even for the chance of reading, 
if you wish it, though you never do. But we shall be 
reverting to particular tastes. As to winter time, we 
believe it will be allowed by all catholic perusers, 
that an elbow-chair, and ^ foot on each hob, is the 
most luxurious enormity. 

1 830. ^ ' The Reader.*' 



DR. DODDRIDGE AND THE LADIES. 

THIS is another volume of the work* which ex- 
cited so much attention and amusement, as 
disclosing the livelier part of Dr. Doddridge's char- 
acter, and his fondness for the ladies. We mean to 
say nothing against the doctor's reputation. His 
fondness was kept within legal bounds, and only 

• The Correspondence and Diary of Philip Doddridge, D. D., &c Edited 
from the original MSB. by his Great-grandson, John Doddridge Humphrey^ 
Esq. Vol IV. London, 2830. 
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overflowed in a double &tream of benevolence towards 

the fair sex* — in n pleasing mixture of piety and 
gayety, — a double wish to please mid to be pleased* 
But the public were amused to see a name, which 
had hitherto partaken, however mildly, of the com- 
mon gloom in which Dissenters stand with the world, 
suddenly invested with a ntdlance of gallantry and 
hilarity, as if Venus had taken an arch pleasure in 
throwing a h'ght upon him from the clouds, and show- 
ing that doctors are men. 

It is a pit}" to think that there are persons who find 
fault with this new light, and think it unbecoming 
the seriousness of a dissenting minister's reputation. 
It is lamentable to see how hard mt^n can struggle to 
keep up painful pretensions and flilsc notions of piety, 
— what ingenious steps they take to have as little 
comfort and to maintain as great a portion of vice as 
possible, in order to indulge upon the one the spleen 
which the other occasions, A great scandal was 
lately excited among the ascetics of the Catholic 
church (luckily a very small body now ) by the dis- 
covery that the celebrated Bossuet, the proud cham- 
pion of the Roman faith, the St. Paul of the French 
court, was in love, and wrote billets-doux. They 
might well dislike it, for there was reason to be- 
lieve that the poor bishop, on the strength of the aus- 
terities exacted of him, had an actual mistress, and 
!m:> was made a hypocrite* If Doddridge hud been 
one of his clergy, he would very likely have been 
a hypocrite too, though of a more charitable order. 
The Catholic church, in this matter, is filled by its 
tenets with lies and contradictions j the woi'st and the 
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best men are alike induced to sin, the former because 
they are gross and double-dealing, the latter because 
they have the strongest sympathies ; and thus all come 
to practise hypocrisy in common, and real vices are 
propagated by false virtues, How^ever, these absurdi- 
ties are diminishing every day. 

Dr. Doddridge was an amiable man, of a sprightly 
blood, and of a hectic temperament, which ultimately 
threw him into a consumption. His views were too 
cheerful for his doctrines, which he was accused of 
accommodating to different companies ; that is to say, 
his charity predominated, and he found out, in his va- 
rious texts, something to enliven everybody he came 
nigh. Men of other complexions, who were uneasy 
with themselves, preached from uneasy texts : he took 
up the cheerful ones, and made everybody grateful 
wherever he went, talking to the old of Methusalem, 
and comparing the ladies to Eve in Paradise. Accord- 
ingly he was adored by all classes and ages. Doors 
flew open to receive him ; men pressed his hands ; old 
ladies fell in love with him, and young ladies, who 
were not allowed to fall in love, beatified his wife, 
and wrought ornaments for her person. The first 
characteristic thing we meet with in the volume be- 
fore us is a " splendid apron " which " dear Miss 
Scott " wrought on purpose for Mrs. Doddridge, and 
with which the doctor felt himself "quite over- 
whelmed." The editor speaking of it as now exist- 
ing, says it is " one of the most costly and beautiful 
that can be imagined. Groups of ranunculuses and 
other flowers are represented by colored silks, re- 
lieved with gold ; and a butterfly is introduced with so 
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much skill, that it may almost deceive the eye/* The 
doctor, who was an elegant poet, addresj^ed her tite 
following seraphical liucs lipOTi it ; — 

TO MISS SCOTX 

(Olf UMtt PHESENTING MRS, DODDHIDCB WITH AH EMlMtmDERXI} APROM. 

Too i&vgly maid, posse&s'd cf every art 
T» charni the ^n^ juad conunanr] the heaitn 
The blooEn of Fandiae ihy needle jiaintSf 
Tliy song's the echoes of celestial samta : 
AM ihe West youth^ to wboRi thy Icivfi h ^iv^ri, 
IVUtpaa thrmigk Ed^Hy ^h his way it} HeAv^n. 

Alas ! no blest youth (more shame for him) took a 
road so deligbtruL Miss Scott, whom her father 
ca!led a *' Protestant Nun,** from herdevotion to works 
fif chanty, and who was a poetess as well as a pain- 
tress, died a maid. There were not enough Dr. Dod- 
dridges to appreciate her. It is astonishing how many 
people one longs to have married in old times, purely 
to rescue one's sex from the disgrace of unfeelingness. 

This poor girl subsequently fell into a state of re- 
ligious gloom (owing to those infernal doctrines of 
Calvinism, which the doctor*s happier condition en- 
abled him to throw oiT) ; but it does not appear to 
have succeeded in overwhelming her* Her health 
was bad, and she mistook the gloomy impressions 
resulting from it for an irreligious state of mind. In 
the present volume are some afl'ecting letters which 
passed between her and the doctor ; and pretty strong 
instances of the light in which she regarded him. 
We fear he ought to have turned Mussulman, or not 
written verses- 

The doctor was too ready an admirer of all charm- 
iftg women not to have the good wishes of any one 
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of them. Mrs. Doddridge should have secreted his 
letters from her fair friends. At page 91, he writes 
thus to her : " On Tuesday I dined with Mr. Faw- 
cett's mistress : a sweet girl truly (he had said in a 
previous letter, that her temper was like his wife's), 
fair as alabaster, with black eyes and hair, a pretty 
little mouth, and wanting only a little more color in 
her cheeks, which now and then I gave her. These 
sons of Levi (Mr. ]f awcett was a minister) take for 
their wives the best of the flock, and // is but Jit they 
should r 

Mrs. Doddridge is somewhat startled at the *' pretty 
little mouth," and musters up some correspondents in 
his absence ; and a colonel, to give him a counter hint 
with ; but all in great pleasantness and good humor. 

" I heartily rejoice," she says, " in the prosperity 
of all my friends ; but permit me to tell you, my 
dear sir, that I am a little in pain for your constan- 
cy, and think I have some reason, when you seem so 
transported with those genteel young ladies, with 
their black eyes and alabaster complexions ! with 
pretty little mouths too : indeed, I think I have much 
more to apprehend from them than from the good 
old lady of eighty-one you told me of some time 
ago ; however, I will endeavor to comfort myself, 
that notwithstanding all these powerful temptations, 
your constancy will be as inviolably secure as my 
own, and more I cannot wish it to be, though per- 
haps should I tell you this is the third letter I have 
written by this post! so extraordinary a circum- 
stance might give you a suspicion that I am carry- 
ing on some intrigue in your absence ; but I need 
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do no more to remove it than to tell you the namea 

of my correspondents*'* 

The colonel was tlic famous Colonel Gardiner, 
who from a man of pleasure became hypochondfi- 
aeal^ and saw a ghost.^ 



* Thk Is the Moty^ f» related by Dr. DtNldri dj^ in his bittg raphy of Cdond 
Gardiner : "The major had spent the evening (and^ if [ inl6.t.ako not, it wms 
t]i'£ Sabbalh} in same gssy cnrnpaaj, and h^d an unhappy a-<4ign^tion Vf\ih a 
mamed woman, whora he was to aitcnd etactJy at twelve. The compLisip broke 
up about eleven; and not Judging il CDDvenicnt to aniicip^ite the time appointed, 
be went iisto his chiunber toi kill the tedious hour^ perhiips with some amusing 
book, ©r some other wa^j. But it very Tt^ddtntaty happened, that he took up ii 
religious book, which his good motlier or sitat had, witliout hh knowledge, 
slipped into his portmarjleati. It wa* oalkd, if I temctnber the title exDiCtly, 
The Chrtjtian Soldier, or Heaven taken by Slorni, and it: was written by Mr^ 
Thomas Watson. Qu^sing by the title of it that he would find some [. hrases of 
bit own profes$ioa spiritualised in a nianni?r i^'hidi he tbouf^ht might ciCford him 
lome diversion, he resolved to dip into it ; but tje took, no seriouft notice pf any- 
th'me;, and yet, wlitle this book vtm m liri hand, an imprc'iSLOu wm. m^de upon 
bit tulnd ^perJi^ps God only kno^s how) wlticli drew after it a train of tlie most 
important and. happy con?vcquences. He thoucrht he saw an unusual blate of 
kight fall on the book while he was reading, which be at lirst iin^gtned mig^ht h^^ 
pen by some acddent in the candle. But lifting up hi* r^yes, he apprehended* 
[(t hi* cjftreme amazement, ihit there was bcrgrehinit as it were suspended in the 
aiT, a vi»ibk tcprescntation of the Lord Jestis Christ upcn the ctd^ surrounded 
Ofi all stdcf with -a glory : and wna inipnsssed as. if a voice, or samethiit^ eqtiivalent 
to a voice, had come to him, to this ciSbct (for he was i^ot confident (ts to the T^ry 
woitli), *0 sinner II did I suiTer this for thee, and are thes* the returns }* Btit 
whether this was aji aui:Uble voice, or onfy a strong impres!^i<?n on liis mind 
equaJiy striking, he did mot iseem very confident ; though, to the best of my 
remembrance, he rathtr judged it to be the formerr"* But, according to that 
'* shrewd, rJevcroid carle," Rev. Dr* Carlyte; of luveresk, who knew G[:vridiner 
well. Dr. Doddridge has marred tliii fitory, ** either through mistake or through 
a desire to make Gardiner's conversion Bieire fiupertiatura], for be says that hid 
■> : A .IS at midnight, and introduc^es iome sort of meteor or blaze of tight 

s. 'le new convert." But this was not the case, adds Carlyle ! '^ for 

1 I . ... , . Gardiner tell the story at least three or four tiroes, to diffurent s«ta 

•f peopJe* — I'V'F he was not shy or backward to apeak on tlie subject^ as, many 
««mid have beenu But it w?is midday^ for the appointment was at one o*cl<x:k i 
imJ he lold U9 the reascn of k, which was, that the surgeoti or apothecary had 
•bofVD soinft tymptoims of jeiilou*y, and they chose a time &f day when he wsi 
nftcei«d.nJy employed abroad in his business.^^ 

Orjjk aI'0 maintaini that as Gardiner told the stcr^ theieiwa* i^thm^tu^c- 
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At page I02 is a letter to Mrs. Doddridge ia the 
Somersetshire dialect, which shows the vivacity of 
the doctor's spirits. Certainly he was the gayest Cal- 
vinist on record. At page 44 we find, him catching 
maids at sea. " If you consult the map (he observes), 
you will see, by comparing the date of my last, that, 
like the sun, which is still in the tropic of Cancer, 
or like the crabs which I yesterday caught, I am now 
in a kind of retrograde motion, or at least go side- 
ways. I could not refuse the importunity of my 
friends here (happy for me that I was not a woman) ; 
but came back in a chaise which they sent for me on 
Sunday night, and preached (wicked worm that I 
was) an evening lecture after my other work ; but 
this being a singular instance, you will, I hope, excuse 
it, especially as I was well enough to rise at five yes- 
terday morning, and to make a voyage down the 
river, which is ten miles to the sea : when I had the 
pleasure of meeting thirty-five sail of ships, and of 
catching a great number of soles, plaice, flounders, 
and crabs, with two lobsters, and a^a/r Maid ! who 
immediately threw herself into a very natural atti- 
tude, and frisked about with a strange kind of motion ; 
and as far as I could judge by the strong action of the 
muscles of her face, and especially of her mouth, made 
a very pathetic motion in a language I did not un- 
derstand. The name, however, she had the honor to 
bear, and her resemblance to your very agreeable 

natural in it. It was the book, and not a supernatural appearance that con- 
verted Gardiner. " He was so much taken with this book that he allowed his 
hour of appointment to pass, never saw his mistress more, and from that day 
left off all his rakish habits, . . . and the contempt of sacred things, and became 
a serious good Qiristian ever after. ** — Ed. 
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sex, impressed me so far that had not niy compan- 
ions been less compnssionnte than m3'self, I believe 
ehe had still been sporting" wilh the river nymphs, 
and perhaps celebrating the courtesy of that gallant 
knight to whom she became a captive. But I myst 
assure you, my deaf, tlial though she was detaiaeJ 
in the vessel, nothing passed between us that could 
give you any reasonable umbrage ; and, fair as she 
was, these lips iiave not yet touched her I nay, so 
snsible is my heart to the charms of her whole 
ecies, thfit 1 give it you under my hand that I had 
rather have a single shrimp, than as many of these 
f^iir creatures as would stock a Turkish seraglio/' 

Our gallant doctor is always paying compliments 
to his wife, who appears to have deserved them. 
His accounts of the compliments he receives from 
other ladies, and the charming reception he is always 
meeting wilh from the most amiable families^ must 
have put her fiiith m him to some test He docs 
not spare It a handsome trial ; and yet he contrives 
!o make the trial a ground of homage* His kindness 
seerns to have been on a par with his vanity ; and 
that is saying much for a flattered man. He says 
At the close of the above letter about maids, ^ — 
" But to be serious, it was a very pleasant day, and 
I concluded it in the company of one of the finest 
women I ever beheld, who^ though she has seven 
children grown up to marriageable years* or very 
ocar it, h herself still almost a beauty, and a person j 
of ficosc, goo d*b reeding, and piety, which might as*" 
tonish one v^'ho had not the happiness of being in* 
timately acquainted with you. 
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" I am just returning in the vehicle in which I came 
from Ipswich ; Providence has there also strangely 
cast my lot in one of the most friendly and agree- 
able families I have met with ; and absolutely, as I 
am informed, the best in the whole town, though 
not that which I intended to have visited. Mr. Wood 
is extremely obliging. Everything is done that can 
be to make me, if possible, forget you ! and yet 
every circumstance serves a contrary purpose. The 
more agreeable the persons I see about me, the more 
am I reminded of her who is most agreeable ; and 
the more pleasurable the scenes I pass through, the 
more do I wish to share them with you, and by 
sharing to double them. 

" But I forget that a young lady has done me the 
honor to invite me to breakfast with her ; and par- 
don my vanity, when I tell you it is one who was 
pleased to say that she would have gone a thou- 
sand miles for such an interview with me as she 
enjoyed last week. She is, I perceive, mistress of 
a handsome house and independent fortune ;* but be- 
lieve me, that should such things as these happen 
to me every day, I should still rejoice that I am, 
" My dearest Love, 

" Securely and entirely yours, 

" P. Doddridge." 

At page 50, he says, — 

" I have been partaking of a most elegant supper ; 
but I solemnly declare, that a crust of brown bread 
and a draught of water with you had been a feast 
far exceeding it. A thousand things which once 
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seemed romantic, ^ow plain sober sense when re- 
ferred to you. But I can add no more. M}' dearest, 
farewell* These tedious days of absence wUl come 
to a conciusiorit and I shall, for a while at least, 
lose all my cares, were they a thousand times g^reat- 
er, jtl your delightful society;'' 

The following passage, from one of tlie doctor's 
scientific friends, reminds us of Euflbn*s theory of the 
earUi, which he thought was struck by a comet from 
the sun. 

" I do not know what use is usually assigned to 
the sun*s motion ; but we know that motion is essen- 
tial to all terrestrial fire ; and why may it not be so 
to the solar fire likewise? Motion produces fire, and 
keepa It burning. And, by the way (since you are 
uponexperiments)i let me hint to you a pretty micro- 
scopical one, if you have it not already*. Strike fire 
with a flint and steel on a sheet of paper ; gather 
up the dust and put it into your microscope, and 
you will see round iron balls; which shows that the 
motion of striking heats the steel even to fusion, so i 
that every spark is a drop of melted steel, which 
forms itself into a sphere, for the same reason that 
the drops of rain are globular. Many of these liquid 
spheres will be broken and thrown into irregular 
shapes by their falling on the paper before they 
are suflSciently cooled ; but yon will see many per- 
fect spheres. My third magniller shows them as big 
as peas/* 

Behold (as the French say) a letter from Mrs* 
Doddridge, which shows that she is resolved not to 
be surpassed by the doctor in loving, however she 
yields to him In other sciences^ 
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" Dearest and best of Men :* Did I knowtenderer 
epithets, I should certainly use them ; but even Mrs. 
Evans herself cannot help me to one ; for though she 
says you are an angel, even that does not suit me 
so well whilst I myself am quite a mortal. 

" She has formed a very dangerous conspiracy 
against me upon your return ; fatal indeed to my re- 
pose, should it succeed ; but I make myself per- 
fectly easy about it, and believe, how great soever 
your friendship for Mr. Evans may be, you would not 
choose to change wives with him, at least not at pres- 
ent. But, indeed, my dearest, your three last delight- 
ful letters have made me a bankrupt in everything 
but love; that, however, is a stock on which you 
may largely and freely draw ; and give me leave to 
tell you, dear sir, you shall not, nor cannot, exhaust 
it ; for, though I most readily yield you the superi- 
ority in everything else, here I must and will con- 
tend with you, at least for an equality, and could 
you see my heart, you would there behold it written 
in characters which neither time nor age can erase. 
But, alas ! so great at present is our unhappy distance, 
that, as Mr. Pope observes upon a like occasion, were 
even the scheme of having a crystal placed in the 
breast to take place, it could be of no service to us ; 
and therefore we must, in this instance, as well as in 
many others, content ourselves with believing what 
we cannot perceive." 

Hallo ! At page 182 we find Dr. Doddridge, the 
grave divine, the Family Expositor, reading the 
Wife of Bath's Prologue " to Nancy, this afternoon," 
^nd taking his share *' in the laugh it raised." 
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** I slept last tiight as comfortable as I ever did in 
mj life, and my cold is so well today, thatt vvhereas 
I could scarcely speak five words togetlier eight-aiid- 
forty hours ago, I have been able, without any diffi- 
culty, to read the Wife of Bativs Tale (Prologue, he 
^mcatis) to Naincy thiE afternoon, and to take my shnre 
[ the laugh It raised. My fair auditor was particu* 
Tsrly edified with those lloes : — 

* There swims no goose so ^ray^ but £ood or lale 
She AodSh some hooe^t gander for her mm. ^ 

But of that by the way." * Nancy (a Miss Ann 
Moore) good-humoredly disdains the application of 
tbis couplet In a postscript. We hope she was' 
the lady who boxed his ears at page 253, The 
doctor was .certainly veiy provoking- sometimes, be* 
twixt the severity of his doctrines and the giijcty of 
his conversation. He was bound, we think, either to 
have preached other doctrines, or not have been so 
lively* The above anecdote is a curious instance of 
: freedom of our pious ancestors, with regard to the 
:>k% they would read in company. Do we think 
their descendants more virtuous in not reading tliem? 
Not a jot. We think them apparently more consis- 
tent with their doctrine, but more hypocritical in prac- 
tice; though we see a preferment in the preceding^ 
which it certainly does not look for. The truth is, 
tiieir doctrines are not so fixed as they used to be ; 



* tt wnA Popt's YQTmion of the ^ife of B.tlh^s Ptotog^e that ike doctor fead 
to His Nftnty. Here i* th« ongiiiaU^f tht Jinea quMte*! abftve i — 
** f(t no^n tQ gf^y £iQo& goth ther in tiie t^ike* 
(Aj saytl tho>u> that wol beji witJiotile a make. " -* Ed, 
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and they do not know whither such freedom might 
lead those, who are as little certain as they are. 

In a letter from Warburton to Doddridge, we have 
the opinion of that celebrated robustious divine on the 
amount of happiness in human life. It is expressed 
with his usual force. " Though I be extremely cau- 
tious," he says, " what sect I follow in religion, yet 
any in philosophy will serve my turn, and honest 
Sancho Panza's as well as any ; who, on his return from 
an important commission, when asked by his master 
whether they should mark the day with a black or a 
white stone, replied, ' Faith, sir, if you will be ruled 
by me — with neither, but with good brown ochre,* 
What this philosopher thought of his commission, I 
think of human life in general : ffood brown ochre 
is the complexion of it." 

Warburton had been living at his friend Allen's, 
and living too well. His blood was getting too but- 
tery and episcopal. We recollect mentioning to the 
late Mr. Hazlitt, that a celebrated living writer had 
declared his belief in the predominance of evil in the 
world, calling it "an awful fact." — "He had just 
lost his money," said that shrewd observer. The 
French have a phrase of Seeing things " in rose- 
color." We have no such phrases in this country : 
we eat and drink too much, and get too much money, 
and think that evil predominates. There is enough 
evil, surely, to mend, particularly in our system ; but, 
for our part (and we have had care enough too), we 
no more believe that evil pTedominates, compared 
with good, than we believe the sensations of ordinary 
health to be disagreeable instead of pleasant. Man- 
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kind, generally speaking, enjoy a great deal of good, 
and all their best impulses press them forward to the 
attainment of more and better. The cheerful French 
have found out these secrets, and we cannot do better 
than follow them in promoting the discovery. Hear, 
as one step towards it, Warburton's opinion of 
Young's Night Thoughts. The book, to be sure, curi- 
ously enough, is not so popular with us as in France ; 
but tlie French can aflbrd to like melancholy books. 
A luxurious contrast is furnished to their vivacity. 
In England, a melancholy thought gets hold of us, 
and worries us like a dog hanging at a bull's nose. 
*' I hope," says Warburton, " the MS. poem you 
mentioned in your last, will be more in the Chris- 
tian spirit than Dr. Young's ' Night Complaint,' — a 
dismal rhapsody, and the more dismal for being full 
of poetical images, all frightful, without design or 
method ; so that I have thougbt, as Mr. Pope's motto 
to his Essay on Man was, — Know yourself : so the 
motto to this should be, — Go hang yourself ; for 
what has any man to do else under that perturbation 
of mind the author seems to be in ? Yet one does 
not know what to think of him. He appears rather 
to be under a poetical than a religious dilemma, by 
the straining and heaving of his thoughts." The 
secret was, that Young was a parasite and a prefer- 
ment-hunter, who failed in his views, and only had 
too much ! He was melancholy for want of a mitre. 
We now come to the story of the Box on the Ear. 
" While the doctor," says his editor, " was ever ready 
to yield the chastening charms of female society their 
proper influence, he was far from abrogating the just 
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prerogative of masculine sway — an amusing instance 
of which occurred in a mixed company, when the 
superior authority of the ' lords of the creation* was 
duly vindicated, as the following anecdote will 
avouch. 

" Dr. Doddridge and a lady of his acquaintance 
were once disputing before a large company concern- 
ing the authority of the husband over his wife, when 
the doctor overcame in the argument ; and the lady, 
unable to restrain herself on being vanquished in so 
tender a point, arose from her chair, and going up to 
the doctor, half in jest, half in earnest, gave him a 
stroke with her fan. The doctor, on receiving this 
rough treatment, looked a little grave, and after a 
silence of a few minutes, spoke the following lines, 
to the visible confusion of his blushing antagonist : — 

Fidelio once most unhappily said. 
However, such nonsense came into his head. 
That the Sex he had loved and studied so long 
Had their fancies and passions a little too strong. 
Sabrina grew warm at a charge so unjust ; 
To plead for the Fair she was ever the first ; 
And their wisdom at once in her anger appears, 
When to answer his Reasons she boxes his ears.' " 

We have said the doctor was a provoking man ! 
There was more in his provocations than appears on 
the face of them, and the present case was probably 
no exception. It is necessary to know who the lady 
was, before we can pronounce her conduct so unfemi- 
nine as it appears to have been. Was she married 
or unmarried? Was she rich or poor, healthy or 
sick, happy or unhappy ? Considerations connected 
with any of these circumstances might have mingled 
with the argument, and warmed her blushes with 



more glows than one. We will not condemn her till 
we know, even thoug^h the flap of her fan was soi^e- 
thing equivocal ; nor can we allow the justice of tlie 
doctor's triumph, till we see what right he had to be 
so very argumentative and superior. It was too bad, 
in a man so amiable and so well off^ to have the best 
of an argumenti as well as a charming wife, and heups 
of admiring friends, fair and brown- lie should not 
have overthrown tlie ladies in a dispute, and set him- 
self to making verses, while thej were getting up. 

The heretical doubt respecting the lady of sixty, in 
the following letter, would have perplexed poor Miss 
Scott. ** I had on Saturday," the doctor writes to bis 
wife* '* the pleasure of seeing Shakespeare's tomb and 
epitaph, as also the monument of a celebrated person 
who died at sixty, and a mafd, if her iomhsione ^h 
not* She came from A'onsue/i (the Italics of this 
word are the doctor's own), in Surrey, and is buried 
at the feet of the Lady Carew, whose wiuting-woinan 
she was, and who, that she (Lady C.) might continue 
a maid no longeri is said to have jumped out of a 
window three stories highi" In the chancel of Strat- 
ford church the doctor meets with '* a charming lady,*' 
with whom lie ** would have been glad of further con- 
versation,^* ^tsd who was " indeed a %voman of sur- 
prising sense,** though not equal to Mrs. Doddridge. 
He is always meeting with ladies so charming, and 
welcomes so delicious, ami lives in such a world of 
love, festivity, rdigton, and locomotion, that he re- 
minds us of the famous John Buncle, We should 
have thought Joiuis character drawn from himi if he 
had married five wives, and hQcn a Unitarian, tSjp« 
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CONFECTIONERY. 

ONE cannot open this book ♦ without fancying 
that one scents all the good things that we see 
mentioned in it, — the cakes, candies, creams, ices, 
preserved fruit, — the raspberry tarts, and the sirups 
of violet. Mr. Gunter, whom " the gods have made 
poetical," and who quotes Greek, Latin, and Italian 
for his purpose, justly claims for his art something of 
a superior elegance to that of all others connected 
with the table. We except the Fruiterer ; but his is 
not more of an in-door than an out-of-door art. The 
Fruiterer belongs to all times of the day, and all 
places except the high street; whereas pastry and 
confectionery must be eaten housed. There is a 
sort of sophistication connected with them which 
does not do for pure nature. The little boy is the 
only person that can eat his bunn in the face of heaven 
and not be ashamed. And we suspect, that with all 
the helps of Mr. Gunter, no masticator of jelly cakes, 
or meringues, eats his felicity with half the satis- 
faction that he did his bunn when he was a little 
boy. 

The superiority of confectionery and pastry over 
other cookery consists in its association with fruits 
and grain. A cookery-book reminds one of the 

• The Confectioner's Oracle, containing Receipts for Desserts, &c, with others 
for Pastry-Cooks, and an Elucidation of the Principles of Good Cheer. Being 
a Companion to Dr. Kitchener's Cook's O/acle. By W. Gunter. 
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shambles. The Confectioner talks to us of stigArs, ^ncl 
oranges, and violets. He lives in quite another world- 
He is of the g^arden and the dairy* Eve* who ** tem- 
pered dulcet creams/* wns the mother of his pretty 
gfirls in the pastry shops. Cookt'ty did not begin 
till after the falL We confess, if our bad habits 
would let us, we would never eat Joint more, but 
stick to this paradisiacal eatings, and have blood 
made up of raspberries and the rose. It is not 
moral weakness that prompts us to the wish, any 
more than bodily weakness would follow it. To 
^et out of the necessity of bt^ef eiiting, would be to 
^et out of the necessity of excitement and clouded 
energy* The weakest stomachs are those which 
assimilate best with flesh already made. To take 
to a sudden course of living upon fruits and farina 
might endanger it; but he that had never lived on 
anything^ else wonld probably beat us all. The late 
General Elliott, whose picture, by Sir Joshua, maybe 
seen in Pall Mall, stout, military, with a nose as 
energetic as his cocked hat, lived entirely on fruit 
ami vegetables. 

But to our author. Mr, Gunter seems to be two, 
if not '* diree gentlemen at once," in !us hook. There 
is, first, the gay-, banteriu^, scholarly Gunter, superior 
to his trade, and tossing his quotations ahoi^t him, 
from the Greek and Lad n^ there Is the professional 
Gunter, important in his undertaking, and piquing 
himself on the patronage of his lords and ladies ; 
and, finalh\ there is the Gunter of the frontispiece, 
sitdng beside a table with a fowl on it, and looking 
as melancholy as the first is gay. He seems to have 
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no appetite to his dish, but rather to be deploring the 
bad digestion of some previous one, one of his hands 
being in his waistcoat, and his face looking incredu- 
lous of the pleasures of this world. This Gunter 
may be the second, but he ought not to have been so 
candid in his lemon peel. Great men cannot always 
afford to be seen in their simplicity. He should 
have given us a head of himself in its smartest con- 
dition, like Mr. Ude or Mr. Farley, and not have led 
the reader to suppose that a Confectioner can look 
mortal. 

To the Gunter in his professional state we have 
nothing to object. We take it for granted that his 
cakes and jellies are made after the most exquisite 
fashion, otherwise the facetious Gunter could not 
have introduced " Earl Powis " making a speech in 
his favor. In the Advice to Confectioners, we have 
a sketch of the history of the science, more smart 
than satisfactory ; and in the appendix we are pre- 
sented, in a most unexpected and disinterested man- 
ner, with remarks on digestion, and earnest advice to 
take care of one*s health, by air, temperance, and 
exercise. Such is the march of intellect, like those 
of the white ants, over one's very table, and so 
thoughtful does an eater of pastry become in spite 
of the vivacity of his set-to. This reminds us that 
Mr. Gunter may say what he pleases against cooks, 
as distinguished from pastry-cooks, but of all the 
substances taken into the daring stomachs of men, 
the physicians tell us (and we believe them) that 
there is none so difficult to conquer, and so provoca- 
tive of horror in the struggle, as the compound of 
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flour and fried buttar, known to the unsuspecting 
under ihe innocent name of pie-crust The boy goes 
on bearitig it for a long time, but, as lie grows older, 
** shades of the prison house" begin to close in upon 
him* ^B Mn Wordsworth saysj — that is to say, of 
pie-crust \ for it is clear, by the specuktive melan- 
choly of that poet» that he has been a large t'ater of 
it in his lime* **The child,*' he says/'* is futhcr to 
the man/* — ^ that is, begets all the habits of the grown 
person ; and pie-crust, he may depend upon it, is the 
origin of much melancholy blank verse and theologi- 
cal] dilemma** We except this from the in nocencies 
of our pastry, unless our readers are fox-himters, or 
nm about as they did in the days when pie was bliss* 
In that case they may eat anything. 

But we have another objection to make to the ele- 
gant Guuter, which is, that in endeavoring to exalt 
iiis art into new regions of the sweety he becomes 
profane, and talks of love and the ladies! Now, we 
mast never have two such things as love and the lore 
of eating brought together* If eating, in its most 
innocent shape (as no doubt may be the case), is 
found in connection with love, care must be taken to 
distinguish one love from the other, and not confound 
their o^etaphors and their sympathies* Here is Dn 



• IliJmcV* Autoorit, you may rtiincttibct, once took more of his lancjlad^'s 
lnirlliKiu W4Bguod for liiiiip and liiid On indlgt^stion hi roEiacquenceh ^* While I 
^r>^ . ..IV. r,M,r froni itj^ he Mys, "I virote aome siidly dc^sponding poeros and <l 
« y, whit:ii tcjoka very tiieliacbiily view of CFi^atton, Whta 1 got 

i". H them all ' Pie-Grustj ' and hnd them by aa acarecrows and Eokmn 

wjiriucii^v I hdve n ii umber ^f bcviks on my sh^lvua thiit I ihould like to It^bcl 
ttiih iam'j £iich title ; but ;»s ihcy liave great iiatiici on eh^ir title-pa^cs, — Doc- 
tOft ©f Divinity ^m<i of iheni, — it wou dn't do ** — Ep. 
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Kitchener, in the introduction, represented as talking 
of the " epicurism of the sex," and recommending 
Mr. Gunter to give " a sort of electrical and thrilling 
impulsion " to all the ladies ! We hope the^ wilJ be 
on their guard the next time they see him. He is an 
accomplished but dangerous man. In the same place 
we are told that the eating of a delicate confection, 
compared with that of. a ragout, is like the finer feel- 
ing of a " second love" compared with " the undis- 
tinguishing ardor of a first attachment ;" and in 
the appendix, an appetite, which requires exciting, is 
likened to " the lukewarm heart of a husband " made 
warmer by the " caresses of his wife." We beg the 
lady patronesses of Mr. Gunter to put a stop to these 
profane images. There is an elegance in the pleas- 
ures of confectionery, which does not extend to every 
sort of eating ; but the grosser part of both sexes 
have already a notion that eating and loving are 
entertainments of the same family ; and if those who 
understand the matter do not interfere, we shall have 
horrid women — or, rather, no women — laying 
down the laws of beef and affection over the dinner 
table, and making out that people have no mind to 
anything but body. Miserable creatures ! Nobody 
can have a mind to theirs. They never bring to- 
gether the two ideas of love and woman. They are 
women and lobster sauce, and fit only to be loved by 
cannibals. They are ^''fond " of fish ! An ogre 
would be " fond " of them. 

Ladies and sweetmeats may undoubtedly be brought 
together, and there are occasions when love and sweet- 
meats may be so. There is a pretty instance of it in 
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a scene in La Fontaine's love-makiiig novel, called 
the Family of Halden. Mr, Gimlcr tells us, that 
•* Englrsh Meringues" are an especial flivorite with 

the Marchioness of C ; in whose prakes, and 

those of her lovely daughter, he could '* almost" write 
a poem out of gratitude ; that Lady De R^ was 

[the first who introduced into high life the artificial 
jelly candy? which '^ melts in the mouth* leaving a 
charming tit illation on the tongue j " and that jelly 

I cakes owe their celebrity to Lady Julia II- d, of 

whom it is said that '^ the change of lier maiden name 
of C, arose from the very elegant manner in which a 
plate of them was pointed out to her by her present 
lord, and the few words of his musical voice which 
accompanied the poliiesse of the momenti 

' * What great event* from. 5ec.. &c" 

and then our author signs his initials to the nott? that 
conveys this interesting information,^ — '^W. G."^ — 
Tbls is innocent, but we should protest against hear- 

1 5ng of the jelly cakes afterwards, and finding them 

r"KiTned into images of bliss. 
1S30, 
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A TREATISE ON DEVILS * 

IT .is much easier to conceive a good spirit than a 
bad one, not only because the latter is useless 
and his sufferings absurd (nature refusing to allow of 
suffering beyond a certain pitch, and no infliction of 
ill warranting or making reasonable a further and 
worse infliction, except for the good of all parties), 
but because malignity, which is a devil's character- 
istic, and which is understood to mean the love of 
injuring another for the injury's sake, is found, upon 
; a due knowledge of evil and its causes, to be a thing 
altogether fictitious and impossible. f_The worst of 
men does not injure another because, abstractedly, he 
would do him a mischief, but in order to get rid of 
some pressure of evil upon himself^ Take the envi- 
ous man, the revengeful, the murderer for the sake of 
gain, — or what seems worst of all, the murderer for 
the sake of murder, — and, tracing the causes of his 
offence with a humane and a thoughtful eye, we shall 
find that it is out of some imaginary disadvantage, 
some sense of infelicity or inequality, or some morbid 
want of excitement, frightening the poor inconsider- 
ate wretch himself even more than he frightens others, 

* This treatise was published soon after the appearance of Sir Walter Scott's 
Letters on Demonology and Witchcraft, with the following preface or introduc* 
tion : " Humbly submitted to those who require something more on the subject 
than is to be found in the late work upon Demonology, and particularly to such 
of them as are zealous for the extirpation of unworthy notions of God and 
man." — Ed. 



ESSAYS ATOU SKETCHES- 



l6l 



that induces him, under the notion or the impulse of 
procuring relief to his own desires, to thrust his evil 
upon tJie head of another* And the worse and more 
wicked we could suppose a creature to be, the more 
(not to speak it profanely) woulu be his excuse ; be- 
cause the more dreadful would be the disadvantage 
under which he lay, the more tormenting hb inte* 
licity, and the more grievous (if it could never be 
made smooth for him) his wrong. Pain, like a heap 
of brambles, shows us our departure from a right 
path J and melancholy it seems that pain should be 
necessary, even supposing it to exist only in the 
younger period or first renewals of a world, after 
some catastrophe interrupting its bliss, and before 
the new wilderness can be cleared \ but as all evils 
are not so evil as we suppose them, so we know from 
all that we can know (and nothing gives us a right 
to pronounce further^ especially in contumely of what 
h good) that the worst eviJs are fugitive^ and the 
greatest crimes are mistakes. For all these reasons 
(the world feeling lliem more and more as it grows 
enlightcact!)^ there comes up by degrees a suspicion 
that it is better to say as little as possible, in a serious 
way, of Buch anomalies as devils : — in a little while 
pcmplc are allowed to doubt them, then to laugh at 
them^ and finally, except among the grossly ignorant 
or superstitious, devils remain fit subjects for nothing 
but jests, and caricature^ and the voluntary gravity of 
the black- lettered. 

As to 1 1 lose writers and others, who continue to 
preach a doctrine which they despise, out of a notion 
that the delusion is necessary to mankind, ^ — ^that men 
1 1 
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are so wicked as to require terrors to keep them in 
awe, — and other half reasonings of that sort, it is a 
great presumption in them, in the first place, to as- 
sume a privilege of exemption from those duties of 
veracity to which they would fain tie the rest of the 
world ; and, secondly, they harm their own natures 
by it, and maintain themselves in an ill opinion of 
the world in which they take themselves to be the 
wisest persons. They rule it (as they think) by false- 
hood, and yet are weak enough to lament that it is as 
bad and false as it is, and a " vale of tears." Now, the 
world is neither so bad nor so unhappy as many sup- 
pose it, though, assuredly, there is sorrow enough in 
it to make us anxious to wipe the tears out of its 
eyes ; but this is not to be done by the use of the 
very falsehood we lament, by adding to what is al- 
ready evil in the world, — melancholy and perplex- 
ing ideas of things beyond it, and all this at a time 
when, the delusion being discovered, the signal is 
given for its destruction. As men, let us think none 
of us exempt from the virtues and sincerity of men ; 
nor, by taking ourselves for the gods of the foolisli, 
imagine we must have devils to keep the peace for 
us. Truth will do very well without them, if we 
suffer it to take its course. Are we to suppose our- 
selves better and wiser than all which it may find 
out for us? Who has given us the clew to discover 
that? 

With regard to the existence of one supreme devil, 
or conscious and wilful Principle of Evil (which has 
been doubted by the most orthodox, upon a due con- 



sideration of texts and Scripture),* it is not only con- 
tradictory to the received opinions respecting the 
omnipotence and beneficence of the Deity, but is a 
superfluity in common reasoning ; for as it is a maxim 
in lo|jic, that when anything can be accounted for on 
one principle, it need not have recourse to another, 
and as it ought equally to he a maxim in common 
sense to choose the more agreeable principle of the 
two, it is much better to refer the origin of evil to 
that inert and insensible part of matter of which Plato 
speaks, and the hardness of which causes a difficulty 
in the working it, than to set up, for the amusement 
of sluggish imaginations, the terrors of feeble ones, 
and tbe*poor views of the worldly, a gratuitous ma- 
lignant spirit, equally absurd whether we consider 
the attributes of God or the necessities of common 
reason* And herein the celebrated living writer, who 
is as delightful in fiction as he appears shallow in phi- 
losophy, and who has addressed a book to a Jitde 
child in which he condescends to preach the horrible 
doctrine of -hell torments, ought, we think, to have a 
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• At. in (Jic vfty word d^i/, which \& a tran'^li^tiofL uf the TgBt^ment, i* 
ftlsumed to be the mednmg of the Oreek. word dialntiitSt though the letters signify 
an o^rfuvr-, ^nd ndmirality lit ibe passage in thai «en3e. For in^iance, — " l^e 
sober, be vigila^tt," says ihe AfKiatle., ** for your Etdversary the m'iti^f vfAlks 
aUmf, fectldtig whom he Hiay devowr." Wliut can be hetter than ;hU cqtiE.ti uc- 
lion, tir tTiore natural in fvddfttsitig 3 letter to an infatat ctitTtniuiuLy, bound to be 
on their gnod heli^vioi- ? and why lihould the word be tra,tisla.te4i deviJf So in 
the ^mouA paj&ag;e iy I^aiaJi, where the King of Babylon \& £o \\db\y Mpostro- 
phi»d uttder the tide of Ludfer, or the light- bringer, son of the mornini. Why 
Bhoujd this be tortured liMu a prophecy of the devil, aiid Lhc iimmiEiK ittar be 
iTude synonyniDuSi with an imaginar/ infernal being? It appear ti to nn thiit a 
iKWik wntien cxprci^ly on the subject, with llic prot^er requisites of learuing and 
|*Ui1i>>opl9y^ migljt now wttle the pteteo^ioTi^ of this infernal perioTiA^e forever, 
r such a work, and would do our utmoit to 
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deep sense of his shame and humiliation : for it is 
either a great weakness in him or a great insincerity. 
He says, in the preface to one of his novels, with an 
escape of cunning, brought upon him by the morti- 
fied vanity of a failure, that he will never go counter 
to public opinion; or, to use his own words, will 
never " sail against the stream." ♦ We need not say 
whether it is becoming in a man of genius to talk in 
this manner, for whatever reason ; but it is one thing 
'not to sail against the stream, and another to go 
down with it in the company of the small craft of 
ignorance and hypocrisy. Imagination, however, 
carries a blessing with it in its own despite ; and the 
magic vessel, in this instance, while the captain is 
thinking of nothing but the flag he has hoisted in favor 
of old prejudices, has a stock of humanities on board 
that shall still benefit the world. 

It hardly need be observed, at this time of day, that 
Milton's devil is no real devil, any more than his 
divinity is really divine. The divine things in Para- 
dise Lost are the poetry and the humanity. As far 
as his devil partakes of these, the devil himself be- 
comes divine ; and as far as his Deity wants them, 
we feel that nothing can be flatter or more ungodly. 
Milton laughed at the vulgar idea of the devil, and 
disdained to degrade his fallen Archangel into horns 



♦ In Captain Clutterbuck's Introductory Epistle to the Rev. Dr. Dryasdust, 
prefixed to the Fortunes of Nigel, the author of Waverley is made to say, in 
speaking of the failure of the White Lady in The Monastery, that no one shall 
find him *' rowing against the stream." ** I care not,'^ he adds, '* who knows it, — 
I write for general amusement ; and though I never will aim at popularity by 
what I think unworthy means, I will not, on the other hand, be pertinacious in 
the defence of my own errors agamst the voice of the public." — Ed. 



and a tail. Had lie delayed writhig his poem some 
years longer, there is reason to believe that he would 
have disdained to deg:rade his Deity into a *'*' school 
divine '* Jind a sorry tyrant,* or to think that spirits 
in a state of perfect bliss and virtue coiikl falLf Such 
a god is not the natural God of a great poet; and 
from some remarkable evidences, not only in his later 
works, but that transpired on proving of his will, it 
appears certain that he retired more and more from 
the vulgarities that had been palmed upon liis infancy 
into the sacred recesses of his own thought, and 
found there no longer an unworthy deity* He had 
** edified" a chapel to himself; J and the music of 
his own organ now ascended into a nobler sky, giv- 
ing to his sigiitJcss eyeballs a right to look tranquil. 

No; the only genuine devil now extnnt is the 
proper old woman*s devil, with horns and a tail, and 
he begins exceedingly 

**To pale his IntEe^iasd jSre.*' 



• ** And Gpd the Father lums a Echool-divtoe. '* — PaPB. 

t " What to me is more wotiderfnK'^ says (he author of Robinscm Cruaoe^ 
•' und which, I iHink, wiU be very ill accoQnted for» is: — How came seeds of 
cHme to rise in the ariEelic nature, created in a sUte of pierfoit, unsipotted hoU- 
nea&f Haw was it Trret found in a t^lacti where no undcati thing cun enter? 
Hor# came ambitiiTOt pride, er envy to generate there? Ccrnld there be o^ence 
where there wa< no crime f Could lintAlnted jjurky breed comiptiion ? Could 
that DMure canlaininste and infect which was aJwaya driakiug in pnnCLiples of 
perfections 

*' Happy it is to me that writing the history, not Aolving the dIffictiUJes of 
Sa^Vin*i ^iSAir%, is qiy province in thi& work t that I am to relate fact^ not give 
reasons for it or assign causes; if it wus olherwiae, I ihoutd brenk off at thi» 
dSfficuky^ for I ^Icn owl edge t do not see throuj^h it : neither db t think that the 
frtMl Milfoil^ ifur ikB his fine itnages ancl lofty crxcuralons upon the Bubjeci, h;i,s 
left it one jot ckarer than he found it. ''^-^lif^^ q/' fAt DrOi'J^ p. 41. edit. 

mj 

I " A Hltel wydc 
Ther? wa* sn holy cli4iip<?l ediiYtle. ** — Sfkitsbs:* 
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The old women themselves desert him. He loses 
his believers by wholesale ; is a very sorry and poor 
devil, and people quote Burns, and wish him out of 
his durance. Formerly he was identified with em- 
perors and archangels ; he was called the Prince of 
the Air ; he had all the spirits of the terrestrial world 
given him for subjects ; the whole Pagan mythology 
was turned over to him, and when gods were forgot- 
ten, devils were made out of the fairies. He is now 
** himself alone," deprived of his property, like Job, 
and sits amidst the ashes of his ruin in shabby misery. 
He has lost even his power to joke, which was one 
of the ghastliest things about him. He no longer 
laughs, and says, Hoi Hoi like another Henry the 
Eighth. He has nothing to say it for. If he is still 
black as a coal, with talons and saucer eyes, he is also 
lean as a rake ; no longer fat, as when he used to 
have those delicious dinners with the old wives, like 
a favored Methodist parson. His talons are of no 
use to him but to serve him like Job's ; and his saucer 
eyes now, indeed, for the first time, 

*' Witness huge affliction and dismay," 

rolling about like a starved owl's in a trap, who has 
been caught there at noonday. 

Formerly he and his ministers were everywhere 
round about us, tempting us to ill, doing us all sorts 
of mischief, and laughing at it, and now and then 
raising storms of wind and rain, and thunder and 
lightning (which, not having been to school, they did 
not know were good things for us). The powers 
granted him were no less prodigious than odd. If 
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jou wished anytbing at the devil, be took it He 
r disputed possession of you with your good angel; 
anil a silly old woman, in whom indigestion con- 
founded dreaming with waking, and who went fly- 
ing on the wings of her head vapors, had the power 
[of making him a present of an immortal souL 
[what is more extraordinary, and shows us the dan- 
ger of giving an inch of ground to assumptions and 
things unproved, is, that old women, both male 
J and female, Tiaving much to do with education, they 
habituated some of the most exalted understandings 
to believe in these rascalities of superstition, and we 
should infallibly have all believed in them to this 
day had not the excess of the demand upon their 
credulity in some other matters roused men of spirit 
and genius to vindicate the invaluable right of doubt- 
fing and inquiring, some of them (Luther for one) 
being all the while fastened with the grossest chains 
of superstition by the one hand, while tliey wrote 
against them triumphantly with the other* Let us 
be modest when we think of these things, but do not 
let US prove our modesty by adhering to errors upon 
which we have been enlightened. Let us reflect, 
rather^ upon how many points we may still be mis- 
taken, and resolve to carry on the good work of im- 
[provement in which those illustrious men set us so 
tioble an example. 

We lay before our readers some amusing extracts 
from an old writer, both serious and comic, which 
will show them what was tliought of devils by the 
CorUemporaries of Shakespeare- Not that Ae believed 
in any such nonsense, though he knew how to turn 
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the poetical parts of it to account ; and in matters of 
speculation, as well as practice, was doubtless the 
most undogmatical of men. He and the other gr^at 
poets of that time were accused of being exceedingly 
sceptical, and there is evidence in them to show that, 
in a proper sense of the word, the opinion was true. 
We do not make an exception of old Haywood, who 
was author of some beautiful simple dramas, and 
from whom the chief number of extracts are taken 2 
for though a touching writer, he was little of a poet. 
He had g^eat feeling, but no imagination ; and it is 
not paradoxical to affirm, that if he had finer eyes for 
fiction, he would have seen farther into truth.* And 
so it is, vice versa^ of the mechanical philosophers. 
But to the passages in question. The first is very 
ghastly, on account of the quiet familiarity of shape 
in which the alleged devil makes her entree. This 
is a great secret in horrid stories. 

" In the easterne part of Russia," saith Heywood, 
" about harvest time, a spirit was seen to walk at 
midday, like a sad, mourning widow ; and whoso- 
ever she met, if they did not instantly fall on their 
knees to adore her, they could not part with her 
without a leg or an arm broken, or some other as 
great mischiefe." — Hierarchic of Angels. 

The chief of these noon-devils, according to the 
Rabbis, is a very singular personage. He has a head 
like that of a calf, with a horn shooting out of his 



* Thomas Heywood, who, says Charles Lamb, in his Specimens of En^sh 
Dramatic Poets, " is a sort of prose Shakespeare. His scenes are to the full as 
natural and affecting. But we miss the poety that which in Shakespeare always 
appears out and above the sunace of the nature.** — Ed. 
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farehcid j is all over ox's hiiir, full of eves, ancT roU$ 
i&fig^ like a tub.* We shiill take this opportunity of 
bftcrving that, according to ihe Jews, ;ill mule (levies 
hii%'e pleoty of hair on tlieir heads, while, on the 
contrary, female devils arc 1):dd* This Is the reason, 
they say, why Boaz laid iiis hand on the head of 
Ruth* It was in order to a^ssure htmself that he had 
not a female devil in his chambcr^t Willi i»s the 
shock would be great, but vvc shouUl certainly ac- 
quit the bdy of enchantment. No Christian would 
say, ** Eh^ you little devil ! " to a girl with a bald 
head* 



A STORY OUT OF NIDERItJS. 

*^* Niderius lelleth this story : In the borders of 
the kingdom of Bohemia iieth a valley, in which 
divers nights together was heard clattering of ar- 
mour and clamours of men, as two armies had met 
together in picht battel. Two knights that inhab- 
ited near unto this prodigious place agreed to arm 
themselves and discover the secrets of this invisible 
army. The night was appointed, and, accommo- 
dated at all assaycs, they rode to the place, where 
they mi^ht defecry two battels ready ordered for 
present skirmish; they coidd easily distingnish the 
colours and prevant liveries of e%'ery company \ but 
drawing nee re, the one (whose courage begun to re- 
lent) told the other that he had seene sufficient 
for his part, and thought it good not to dally with 
^11 cK prodigies; wherefore, further than he was, he 
would not go* The other called him coward, and 
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prickt on towards the armies, from one of which a 
horseman came forth, fought with him, and cut off 
his head. At which sight the other fled, and told the 
sight the next morning. A great confluence of people, 
searching for the body, found it in one place, and the 
head in another ; but neither could discern the footing 
of horse or man, only the print of birds' feet, and 
those in miry places." — Hierarchie of Angels, 

This reminds us of the Tempter's Feast, in Mil- 
ton, which vanishes, 

"With sound of harpies' wings and talons heard." * 

Birds' and goats' feet were thought to be unalterable 
accompaniments of devils, and rendered the boldest 
of them coy in their extremities. 

The following illustration, out of Heywood, of 
the promptitude of devils to avail themselves of any 
expression in their favor is one of the best stories 
about them we ever read. The reason is, that it is 
domestic, and touches upon the affections. The peril 
of the innocent and unconscious child in the hands 
of the swarthy visitors, furnishes a striking picture 
of contrast. 

THE BLACK DINNER. 

" In Silesia, a nobleman having invited many guests 
to dinner, and prepared a liberal and costly feast for 
their entertainment, when all things were in great 



• Paradise Regained, Book II., v. 403. Warton observes upon this passage, 
" that the sound of the wings and talons is much finer than if the harpies had 
been seen, because the imagination is left at work, and the surprise is greater 
than if they had been mentioned before. ** 
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forwardness J iogtead of his friends whom he expectedi 
he only received excuses from them thut they could 
not keep his appointmenL Whereat the Inviter, being 
horribly vexed, broke out into these words, saymj^, 
^ Since all these men have thus fluleJ rae» I wish that 
so many devils of hell wou!d feast with me to-day, 
and eat up the victuals provided for them ; ' and so 
in a great rage left the house, and wetit to church, 
where was that day a sermon; his attention to whicb 
having tooke away the greatest part of his choler, 
in the interim there arrived at his house a great 
troupe of horsemen J very blacke, and of extniordhiary 
aspect and stature : who, alighting in the court, called 
to a groome to take their horseSi and bade another 
servant run presently to his master and tell him- his 
&sts were come. The servant, amazed, runneth to 
Etireh, and with that short breath and little sense 
he had left, dehvers to his master what had hap- 
pened. The lord calls to the preacher, and desiring 
hifti for that time to break od' his sermon, and ad- 
vise bira by his ghostly counsel what was best to 
in bo strict an exigent, hee persuades him, that 
bis ser\''auts should with what speed they can 
depart the house. In the mean time, they, with the 
whole congregation, come within view of the man- 
»ion : of which all his servants, as well men as maids, 
had with great affright delivered theniseh'es, and for 
baste forgotten and Jeft behind a young child, the 
nobleman's sonne, sleeping in his cradlCi By this 
the devils were revelling in the dining-chamber, mak- 
ing a great noise, as if they had saluted and wel- 
comed one another: and looked through the case- 
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ments, one with the head of a beare, another a 
wolfe, a third a cat, a fourth a tjgre, &c., fiHing 
bowls and quaffing as if they had drunke to the 
master of the house. By this time the nobleman, 
seeing all his servants safe, began to remember his 
Sonne, and asked them ' what had become of the 
child ' ? These words were scarce* spoke, when one 
of the devils had him in his arms, and shewed him 
out of the window. The good man of the house 
at this sight being almost without life, spying an old 
faithful servant of his, fetched a deep sighe, and 
said, ' O me, what shall become of the infant ! ' The 
servant, seeing his master in that sad extasie, replied, 
' Sir, by God's help I will enter the house, and fetch 
the childe out of the power of yon devils, or perish 
with him.' To whom the master said, ' God prosper 
thy attempt, and strengthen thee in thy purpose.' 
Whereon, having taken a blessing from the priest, he 
enters the house, and coming into the next room 
where the devils were then rioting, he fell upon his 
knees, and commended himself to the protection of 
heaven. Then pressing in amongst them, he beheld 
them in their horrible shapes, some sitting, some 
walking, some standing. Then they all came about 
him at once, and asked him what business he had 
there. He, in a great sweat and agonie (yet re- 
solved in his purpose), came to that spirit which 
held the infant, and said, ' In the name of God, de- 
liver this child to mee.' Who answered, ' No, but 
let thy master come and fetch him, who hath most 
interest in him.' The servant replied, ' I am come 
to do that office and service which God hath called 
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me, by virtue of wbich^ and by his powen Joe^ I 
seize upon the innocent: and snatching him from the 
diveli, took hhn in his arms and carried him out of 
the roome. At which they clamoured and called 
after, * Ho, tliou knave, ho, thou knave, leave the 
childe to tis, or we will teare thee in pieces/ But 
he, unterrified with their diabolical menaces, brought 
away the infant^ and delivered it safe to the father. 
After some fe%v daies the spirits left the house, and 
the lord re-entered into his antient possession. In 
this discourse is to be observed, with what familiarilte 
these Famihar Spirits are ready to come, being in- 
vited." — Hier archie of Arigeh* 

Chaucer has a pleasant story to similar purpose, 
which is too Jong to repeat : but we cannot resist 
giving an abstract. A summonet (a bin 1 iff of the 
ecclesiastical court) riding out on his vacation, over- 
takes a yeoman under the trees, in a green cloakijj 
also on horseback. He bids him good-morrow, and I 
the yeoman asks him whether he means to go far] 
that day. 

"Thh spfuptiour htm answerctl, and sai4 *Nay s -^ 
Here, fast by,/ quntli he^ 'Is mmc intent 
To riden, far to r^isen tap a rentt 
That iQDgeditui my lord hk duety.' 
' All ' art thou ilien a btllifir? ' quoth he 
(He durst not, for very 6hh and slianie, 
Say iJwi bt was a aompntmr for the tvame), 
' Dtjiffr Dmix / ' quoth thi& yeoman, ' I eve brother^ 
Thoq art a baiEff^ and I'm anothef.* " 

The two horsemen get social, and the snmiiioner 
a^ks the yeoman where he lives, in order that he 
may know how to find him. The yeoman, -* in soft 
ipcech," tells him that he lives '' far in the North 
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Countree " (the supposed quarter of the devils) : and 
adds, that he hopes to see him there shortly, and 
will give him such directions as he cannot possibly 
miss. 

After comparing notes, and agreeing that it is idle 
to have a conscience, the sompnour, who is very 
curious, requests to know his fellow's name. 

" I'his yeoman gan a little for to smile : 
' Brother,' quoth he, ' wilt thou that I thee tell ? 
/ am a fiend; my dwelling is in hell: 
And here ride I about my purchasing^ 
To wot whether men will give me anything.* " 

" Benedicite ! " cries the sompnour; "what say 
ye?" — The frightened church officer recovers him- 
self, and after some conversation, they agree to stand 
by one another in their callings. The yeoman is to 
take whatever people give to him ; the summoner 
what he can get ; and if there is an overplus on either 
side, they are to share it. 

They come into a town, where a carman is swear- 
ing at his horses for not gettirtg on with a load of 
hay : 

'• Heit, Scot ! heit, Brock ! what, spare ye for the stones I 
The fiend (quoth he) you fetch, body and bones : 
The dev'l have all, both horse, and cart, and hay." 

The summoner wonders that his friend does not 
take the man at his word, and seize on the team ; but 
the devil tells him that he does not mean what he 
says, as he will see presently. 

" This carter thwacketh his horse, upon the croup, 
And they began to drawer and to stoop, 
Heit, now ! (quoth he) there ■— Jesus Christ you bless, 
And all his handy work, both more and less I 
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That fftta. wdl twiTcb*d, name own Hard* boy j 
t pny God cave thy b<Kl>% and Satnt Eloy.'^ 

'' Theret'* Raid the deviU " you see ! " — The com- 
panions quit the town, and arrive at the hut of a poor 
widow, ag^ainst whom the sunimoner has a wan ant. 
He agrees to compound the matter, if she will give 
him twelve pence (a good sura in those days) ; the 
poor woman protests that she could not raise such a 
sum in tht? whale world: the summoner gets enraged, 
says he will take away her ^"^ new pan," and calls her 
names : upon which the woman gets angry in turn, 
and wishes huu at the deviL 

" Unta the devil^ rougli snd black of hut. 
Give I thy body^ and my pAa alno. 
And wLieu the devil heard her ciufsen sa 
Upou lier Uiiec^ he mid in this inanntre r 
'Now, Mabilyt mhie cwn mother dear: 
Is this your wtll In uameiit that y^ say? * 
'Tbe dcvti,' qHoth ahe« ""flfi hich. him ere the dsky, 
And pan ^ud all, hut he wlH him repent' 
* Nay, old *tot^ tliat i« not mine Intenl, ' 
Quoih ltii« iompm^ut^ ^Tnr to repenten tne 
For anythitt|i thai I huve had of thee : 
I would! I had thy smock and every cloth,' 
^NoWt brother/ quoth the dcvH, *be not wraths 
Thy body and this pao be niiit&by tight, 
Thnu fihc-tk with mc to helt^ yat tc^night, 
Where thou shall kooweu of oiir privity 
More tllam a maBtef of div^inity. ^ 
And with tjiat would the foule fiend him bent: 
Body and soul he with the devil went" 

The devils formerly In request may be divided into 
lenclaases: First, the old Oracular Devil, or Devil 
Pagan J who took upon himself to be Apollo or Jupi- 
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ter, and is said to have occupied the shrines of those 
deities ; an opinion which good old Plutarch (who 
was, in fact,*the Reverend Mr. Plutarch, clergyman 
at Delphos) would have thought a blasphemy too 
horrible to be endured. 

Second, the Devil Vagabond, just mentioned, who 
went about seeking what he might devour, from a sum- 
moner down to a sauce-pan. He has since turned out 
to be a common shoplifter or thief; that is, when he 
taken a satice-pan ; when he takes a summoner, he is 
an apoplexy. 

Third, the Possessing Devil, or Devil of the Exorcist, 
who was fond of inhabiting people's bodies, and made 
himself famous-among the nuns. This turned out to 
be the chaplain. 

Fourth, the Amatory Devil, or Incubus, who par- 
took of the nature of the second, and who, according 
to Chaucer, liad disappeared in his time, being dis- 
placed by the Friar ; at which period perhaps the 
word Incubus was first rendered Incumbent. He is 
still clerical sometimes, but oftener a layman ; and 
may be seen haunting milliners' apprentices down Re- 
gent Street, in the likeness of a foolish youth ; or 
standing at a tavern door, sly and stupid, eying the wo- 
men's ankles as they pass. He is also the Nightmare. 

Fifth, the Devil Grim, or General Devil, who ap- 
peared in a proper diabolical shape, or was at least 
black and swarthy, and often went in a company, as 
may be seen in the story of the Black Dinner. He 
has totally disappeared. 

Sixth, the House Devil, or Devil Pranksome, with 
whom the Fairies were confounded. He was a minor 
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kind of cl^m the second, and contented himself with 
knocking and making a noise, displacing furniture, and 
making the good people '^ knawe not what lo think," 
He hus been discovered to be a niu»d-ser\"ant. 

Seventh » the Wnyside, or Out-of-Door Devils also 
confounded with FairicSp He was a kind of Satyr* — 
** They sit/* quoth Burton, '* by the highway side* to 
ive men falls* and make their horses stumble and 

art as they ride (if you will believe the relation of 
that holy niiin Kt^tellus, in Nubrlgensisj that had an 
especial grace to see devil>^)» * , • * If a man curse 
or spur his horse for stumbling, they do heartily re- 
joice at It ; with many such pretty feats." * 

Eighth, the Necromancer's or Astrologer's Devil, 
who came up when he was called hy art; explained 
the mysteries of the universe ; was a great statesman ; 
and promised riches and power* Some of his tribe 
(to use the libellous language of those dny^) wltd 
** mighty Dukes" and *^ Princes," having brute heaOs, 
and riding on horseback, f 

Ninth, the Attendant DQvil, or Familiar, who was 
of various degrees of rank, from the accomplished 
imps that waited on Fauslus and Agrippa, down lo 
the cat of the old crone. See Goedie*s and Marlowe's 
tragedies, and The Witch of Middleton, 



• Aiiiitorny of Mdancholy, Part T,, Section 2. 

t See Reginald Scctt'i Discovery of Wtichcraft, p. m^ 

*^ThitiT firat and pfiDdpil king (which is of the power of the East) ia called 
JStfrfi/; wbcv wlien he iscoiijured upv appeare(h with thrive hi.jads ; tlie firsi like a 
toad, t^e scwtjd like a inciv the third like a cat : he speaktfch with a hoarse voice- 
He Qi^crtb a mza to go kivijiblei be bath under bis obedietice and rule ilKtyand 
III l&Riona cif di'vUs. 

** The first diike under ihc povttr of rhc East it named A^arts. He comelh 

J2 



178 THE WISHING-CAP PAPERS. 

Tenth and last, the Devil Proper, or devil himself, 
the Apollyon of John Bunyan. He was " the black 
man " of the nursery and the coal-hole ; and used to 
be called upon to take away children or swallow them 
up.* To his friends the witches, he used to appear 
cither as a satyr or sort of clergyman, in black clothes, 
very reverend, dressed at it were for the evening. 
But his proper establishment consisted of a tail with 
ji sting to it, " horns on his head, fire in his mouth, 
eyes like a bason, fangs like a dog, claws like a bear, 
a skin like a nigger^ and a voice roaring like a lion ; 
whereby (quoth Reginald Scot), we start and are 
afraid when we hear one cry Bought t A face- 
tious churchman, being asked why the devil took such 



up mildly in the likeness of a fair old man " (there is something striking in this) 
"riding upon a crocodile, and carrying a hawk on his fist. He has under him 
thirty-one legions. 

" Valefer, alias Malephar, is a strong duke, comelh forth in the shape of a lion 
and the head of a thief. He is very familiar with them to whom he maketh him- 
self acquainted, till he hath brought them to the gallo^i-s; he ruleth ten legions. 

'* Furfur \s a great earl, appearing as an Hart with a fiery tail. He liethin 
everything. 

"■ Furcas is a knight, and cometh forth in the similitude of a cruel man, with 
a long beard and hoary head. He sitteth on a pale horse. 

" Gamtgin is a great marquess, and is seen in the form of a little horse. 

"Another marquess is a liar and horse-steal er. ' Zepar^ a great duke,' makes 
women incontinent and barren. Berithxs a 'great and a terrible duke,' and 
'also a liar.' " 

♦ According to the author of Malleus Maleficarum^ and " the residue of that 
crew," says Scot, in speaking of the etymology of the word devil, ^^ Dia is Dr4o 
and Bolus is Morcellus ; whereby they gather, that the devil eateth up a man, 
body and soul, at two morsels." — A Discourse cottceming Devils and Spirits^ 
Book I., Chapter 32. 

t Discovery of Witchcraft, page 85. ["From him who had not lost all his 
original brightness, to this dirty fellow who leaves a stench, sometimes of brim- 
stone, behind him, the descent is a long one, " says Lowell, in the learned 
paper on Witchcraft, in Among My Books. — Ed.] 
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a strange lilung to olrl women, quoted a passage, 
in which it had been safd of him^ thai he ^* loved to 
walk in dry places/' * Another wag, undertaking to 
show the people the devil himself^ "■ to the satisfac* 

[Jtion," as Swift terms it^ '^ of the beholders/* held otit to 
liem an empty purse ! A solider account of him has 
tiever been given. An Italian poet makes mention 

'of a devil who dwelt in the smoke of roast meat, f 



• "That the prtace ofllic |>owers rifdarkiieis, ps^ugby the flower snd pomp of 
the eatih, shtjuld lay preposterous siege to the weak fjnlasy of ittfligtnt eldl — hxh 
ii«uher llketiliaud nog- unlikeEhdod, a ^r'wri tri us, who haven-oOi^Diaiire to guess 
at Ml policy^ or sLmtLajLl to esuoiaie what mte ihu&a anile suuis may fetcii m tlie 

t Beriit, Orkndd InnaEnorato, Cantij si, st ^'^ For a ihoniugh knowledge of 

devlli imd all that hds beea said of thcro, S:htif curioo-S^ reader tnay consuh Gkn- 

vKk on Vif'^itchcSt Wierus, Dt Pr^siiffiu Dssmi^ftam, Stehei i 11 's Rabbinical Liters 

aiut^ the Lives of t^ie Saints, and above 3II, Re55ma]d Scot's Discovery of Witch- 

ttJiiU lh<: t^tl<^ of which ought to be given a£ ki^a td do honor 3 a the wriler whs 

could produce such ^ work at a period %o early: for it was primed in 1534. But 

Itie sapient Scotch frionarfh hid not then come to England (o encourage p«opk to 

Wat sutltsh and h^f-wittcd as Kimielf- Scot's book m entitled '^The Db- 

Ctivery of Witchcraft, —-proving that the cornp:icts and contracts of wilchcs wiili 

I flrvils aod all infernal spirits or faniLlijTs are but erroneotis nov&lties and iinigi- 

I ipry cooeeptions, &c Wherein hkcrwiae thci utichrl^ttAti practices atid inhumane 

r^litigiof ftearchera ^d uritch'tryers^ upon aged, mekinclioly, aud superstitious 

rfi^ofjle, in ettoriing conffs^idns by tc^rrors and tortures^ and \\\ devising fnlse 

mjrk^ Htid TVoiptofQ'^ are notably detected \ aud the knavery evT jui^glers, c^ii' 

jurct». charmers, Bi>otbtiiiyers^ figure^costers, £c.« fulfy opened and decyphcrdd ; 

all wbidi are very wa&^'s^vy to be known for the undeceivin;^ of jndgeG, justice^ 

I l^nd juTorSit Ijcfore they pass sentence upon poormiserabli and ignorant peopki 

who Ate freqweutly consigned, condcram^d, and executed for witches and wii.irdi,*' 

it wai avo*ed^y to cnntut^ these " djnmabJe opinionB^,'" aj he c^lU tbem, that 

lL4ne Jajues wrotti hi& JJiemcH^ffgic. Ri?gitiaid Scot was a learned and spirited 

EngVivh gent I am fin » one of the nioit worthy of that title tliat ever eii&ted, and 

r 4H)Elit to lut held in ctcmal houor by tbosa who feel bitcreited in the cj^use of 

[ litiinin.iy Think of Ji king pniiinyi forth the strenjilh of bis authority amidst how- 

[ juifcottrtieri ardcburchnien^ in order KOf retain a superstiiion by svbicb it ba&been 

a;d lb** tttftnty ihiiMiixnd ^ppU Wffg J^ur^Jti m tht amrf* iff ohm hundred 

.y years ; aJid then figure to yourself this gallant English gentleman {wh«e 

t it wid was burnt by the hangman) difldaiaing in letret these attempln of 
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Before the devil's existence was denied, people be- 
gan to perceive that considerable doubts might be 
entertained as to the extent of his operations, and 
how far King James and others had a right to palm 
upon him the offences of their '' corrupted flesh." * 
We speak in courts of law of criminals being " moved 
and instigated by the devil ; " but nobody but a Meth- 
odist doubts nowadays that the real instigators are 
folly and bad education, or poverty, or disease. The 
sight of injustice is also a great instigation. Whit- 
field, in his Life, attributes his aberrations from virtue 
to the devil ; who watched for him, he said, and " took 
his usual advantage : " — upon which Bishop Laving- 
ton observes, that the man was only excusing himself 
at the devil's expense, and that Satan had reason to 
complain, and to look upon himself as an ill used 
gentleman. To be serious ; — why should we set up 



the royal driveller, and looking forward to a time when his book would.be quoted 
in favor of common sense and feeling, and wiih the gratitude of posterity. We 
should take care to bear the n;imes of such men in golden preservation ; for it is 
sometimes the lot of the most precious labors to become obsolete and unreroem- 
bered by reason of the very good they have done us. We are too apt to fancy, that 
what is a commonplace to us, was the same to our benefactors. 

* Demonologle, Book III., Chapter 2. The King says, that those who deny the 
power of a devil, would likewise deny the power of God, if they could for shame ; 
that is to say, those who deny the existence of the worst contradiction to good, 
must deny the power of the good itself; for such is really his argument. " Since 
a divel," he says, "is the very contrarie opposite to God, there can be no better 
way to know God, than by the contrarie, as by the one's power (though a creature) 
to admire the power of the great Creator, by the falsehood of the one to consider 
the truth of the other ; by the injustice of one to consider the justice of the other: 
and by the cruelty of the one, to consider the mercifulness of the other: and so 
forth in all the rest of the essence of God, and qualities of the Dive'l." — Id.^ 
Book II., Chapter 7. What a contempt must Scot have felt for such logic as 
this I There is one point founded upon it that might have been granted to the 
king ; viz., that by reading his book you may know by contraries what a bock 
oujihttobe. 
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an imugfinary malign ant being to warn our mistukvs 
and uur anger with ; to learn how to hate arid perse- 
cute In beluilf of ihe very doctrines tliut protest agivinst 
hatred and persecution ; and to endanger a confusion 
in all our notions of justice, benevolence, and com- 
mon sense? Sterne, in his Tristnim Shandy, luis 
copied a form of excommunication once in nsc iig^oinst 
thieves and malefactors, and by which ilieir eyes, 
limbs, and every particle of them, body and soul, were 
<l£imnc(l forever and ever in the name of all that was 
held gncied find good** Dr. Slop was em ployed to 
read it out loud ; Uncle Toby whistled lillibuilero all 
the while in ecstasy of astonishment; observing atone 



( 



• A TTiTfisl&tJwi IS tnbe fojind in Scot, who proceeds to m^ike the following re- 
mark; '*Thli terribk cii«e with BelL Douk, aTid Candle, addt^d tht.teiJEito, 
tm\it ii«ct work wonders: howhtit^ among ihirvcJ it is not much weighed, amnng 
Tri««And irue men il is not well jikcd, lo them ihal nre robbed it bringeth snuiU 
rdielfs the- priMt'*itomKJi miy well bt ci*ed, but ihc goods stoleti well tievet 
ibi; ftQijri4:r be restored. fT^irel-y Is te^T^yed both the m^viice and folly of PepUh 
DKtiiei^", whose ufitiiarii:abla iirpisty ia lO Imfjiidt^tttly publiihed, atid ici such 
omier uttCJ-ed, na every aenipnce (if opportuntty served) might he proved both 
hetttical and dLibpljC'il But I Willi answer this cruel answer with aamher curs 
^ mare ifqilJ and dvW, pttiorm'sdhy as bootst i man ;],& he that made the 
eiher, whereof mention wis liitely iTiiide. 

"So il W4^ that u certain Sir John* with some of his company^ once went 
ibtoad a, }<!tiiws* and m ^ moonlight e^niog robbed a nvilk-r'a weir, and slokitU 
hns ect-i, The poci- miDcr omde his moan to S^ir John himielf, who willed him to 
he ({wtti for hi vrciuld »cur&t° the ihief and all his can federates, witli Bdi, Baok» 
pud Cindfe^ tlial tbi^y f^^hould have small joy of th&ir fvsh. And thenefore tht; 
iv^i Stind^ity S^ir Jo'hn got Ivm into the pulpit, nilli burplicf on hia hiCk and his 
ttutc ftboitl hif DCEik^ and pronounced these following in the audience o^ tb<; 



( 
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passage, " our armies swore terribly in Flanders, but 
nothing to this : — for my own part I could not bear 
to treat and curse my dogs so ! " Dr. Slop continues : 
'* May St. John the Precursor, and St. John the Bap- 
tist, and St. Peter, and St. Paul, and St. Andrew, and 
all other Christ's Apostles, curse him. May the holy 
and worshipful company of martyrs and confessors, 
who by their holy works are found pleasing to God 
Almight}^, curse him. May the holy choir of the 
Holy Virgin damn him. May all the saints who 
from the beginning of the world and everlasting ages 
are found to be beloved of God, damn him. May he 
be damned wherever he be, whether in the house or 
stables, the garden or the field, or the highway, or 
in the path, or in the wood, or in the water, or in the 
church. May he be cursed in living, in dying. 
May he be cursed in all the faculties of his body. May 
he be cursed inwardly and outwardly. May he be 
cursed in the hair of his head. May he be cursed in 
his brains, and in his vertex." (That is a sad curse, 
quoth my father.) "' In his temples and in his fore- 
head, — in his ears, in his eyebrows, in his eyes, in 
his cheeks, in his jaw-bones, in his nostrils, in his 
arms, in his hands, in his fingers. 

'' May he be damned in his mouth, in his breast, in 
his heart and purtenance ! down to the very stomach. 

" May he be cursed in all the joints and articiria- 
tions of his members, from the top of his head to the 
sole of his foot. May there be no soundness in him. 

" May the Son of the living God, with all the glory 
of his majesty " — (here my Uncle Toby, throwing 
back his head, gave a monstrous long, loud whew — 
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tv — 'Tv^ sometyng betwixt the mterjectional whistle 
of hey-day! and the ward itself) — ^* ctirse him," con- 
tinued Dr* Slop, *^ and may Heaven, with all the pow* 
ers which move therein, rise up against him, curse 
and damn him, unless he repent, and make satisfac- 
tion. Amen, So be it, — so be iL Amen." 

'*• I declare,*' quoth my Uncle Toby, ^' my heart 
would not let me curse the devil himself with so much 
bitterness*** ^*^ He is the f^ither of curses," replied 
Dr. Slop, ** So am not I," replied my uncle. ** But 
he is cursed, and damned already, to all eternity," re- 
plied Dtp Slop. 

"lam SORRY FOR IT,*' quoth my Uncle Toby. 

*■ Dr, Slop drew up his mouth, and was just hegin- 
nuig: to return my Uncle Toby the compliment of his 
wki£ — w — w^ or interjectional whistle, when the 
door hastily opening m the next chapter but one^ — 
put an end to the affair." — Tristram. Shandy » Book 
IIL, Chap, xi* 

But the aflair was not put an end to* It has flour- 
ished, and brought forth good fruit. When people 
were led to consider that Jews had organs and dimen* 
fiions like themselves, they first began not to loathe 
tbem, then they pitied them, and at last they did 
them justice. A similar process of reflection took 
place in behalf of birds and beasts; it was discovered 
that horses and dogs had limbs to be hurt, as well as 
ourselves ; and it is now doubted by some whether 
we ought to shut in a cage a winged animal, whose 
region is the air. (By and by we shall begin to have 
commiseration for fish, and anglers will cease to think 
themselves the humanest of men*) At length the 
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devil himself was done justice to ; and noble-hearted 
Burns finally wished him out of his coal-hole. So 

** Fare you well, auld Nickie-ben ! • 

O wad ye tak a thought and men' I 
Ye aiblins might — I dinna ken— 

Still hae a stake — 
I'm wae to think upo* yon den. 
Even for your sake I " 
1830. 



A FEW WORDS ON ANGELS. 

AS we have said ^so much about Devils, we 
thought we could not complete these super- 
natural discussions better, nor leave off with a pleas- 
anter " taste in the mouth," than by adding what we 
know of Angels. We hope it will prove like a 
dessert after the " hot dishes." 

Angel comes from tlie Greek word Aggelos (pro- 
nounced Angeles), and signifies a messenger. Mer- 
cury in Hesiod is called the Angel of Jupiter. Any 
messenger, literally speaking, is an angel. A ticket- 
porter might write on his card, '' Thomas Jones, 
Angel." A beautiful woman, coming to us with 
an errand of peace or joy, is literally, as well as 
metaphorically, an angel. But in modern language 
(and herein we deske to speak with a seriousness be- 
coming the idea of '^the sweet and loving angels," 
as Luther calls them *) the word signifies one of the 
multitudes of those winged spirits, who, according 
to the Jews and Christians, enjoy the beatitude of the 

• Table-Talk. 
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divine presence, are elernalJy glorifyhig it with hymns 
and harpiiigs, and arc occasioiifilly despatched to us 
on nfiess*iges or with aid. Luther is of opinion, that 
while occupied in heaven » they are, nevertheless, 
fighting for us on earth ; " for/' says hn. In his home- 
ly way, and with that vein of famiharity in his re- 
spect., which does not diminish the real reverence of 
enthusiai»rD, ** the angels have long arms,"* But it 
has been the general opinion of the churches, that 
every man has a guardian angel assigned him, 
who helps him in his ways, encourages his virtues, 
and supplies proper trouble on occasion to turn 
hirti from his vice. This is the Good Demon of the 
Platonists ; nor is it possible to make inquiry into the 
nature of the one spirit without hearing of the other. 
Nothing is here meant to be insinuated against the 
existence of myriads of he:ivenly creatures* We have 



^ ** And is there care in heaven? And is there Io?e 
In heavtnJy S|jirk& to tiiese crenlures bn.5e, 
Tha,t may compafsion of their evsb move? 
There is ; — dse muth tnore wretch etl were the caca 
Of men then bii^sts; But Q\ ih' exceed bg grace 
Of Highest God thai iovea his creatures k^ 
And all hh v/orkt:^ with merey doth embrao^ 
That blefsed Angcl:: he sends to md fto^ 
To lervfi to wicked tfian, to Kervi2 kti, wicked foe I 

" flow oft do ihcy their fliJver bcwers leave 

'Jo conae to fiJCCQur n* thai succour want [ 

How oil do tliey with goldtin pineona clea^vc 

Ttie fiittiu}; skye% like flying pur^uinr^int, 

Against ftjwle r<iM;nd(*& to siy6 us fiiilitarit t 

Thiy for us fight, they wntch and dtrwly ward. 

And that kiright sqii^idrona Toimd about us plants 

And all (br love nnd nothing for reward: 
O, why should llsdvenly God to men have such reg;ard? " 

So Sptftmr bcnixtihllf ibgs in The Fa«i-le Qiieen«, Book I L, Quito mxL — E.^ 
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the same hope of their existence as we have of 
thousands of other things, good and lovely, and the 
same tendency to disbelieve in their useless oppo- 
nents. But the most orthodox believers may, accord- 
ing to the divines, be too anxious and too peremptory 
on these points ; and therefore we shall not follow 
them in their flights with St. Dionysius, who pretended 
to draw up a peerage of the angelic noblesse. We 
shall not venture to say with the great poet (who, after 
all, made a bad business of it), — 

" Into the heaven of heaven I have presumed 
An earthly guest ; *' 

neither shall we discuss with the churchmen whether 
angels have or have not bodies; whether they are 
always exercising their understandings ; how long it 
would take them to come down from the eighth heav- 
en, reckoning at the rate of a thousand miles an 
hour ; or how many of them could dance on the point 
of a needle without jostling. A Jesuit, of the name 
of La Cerda, informs us that a single angel whirls the 
heavens, and all the orbs about with it, at the rate of 
26,000 German miles an hour.* We cannot take his 
word for it ; and, indeed, the greater and more angel- 
ical the hopes of mankind become, the less will they 
take people's words for anything, a dogma by its 
essence containing the principles of falsehood, which 
is the reason why so many fine ones come to nothing, 
and endanger the virtues they pretend to support.f 

* De Excellentia Spirituum Coelestiunt, Cap. 2. 

t The learned reader need not be informed that the word angel^ like a great 
many other words in Scripture, is capable 0/ having other interpretations put 
upon i'. than that of a winged messenger from above. See a work entitled the 
O dental Missionary. 
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Yet^ oa reflection, we give a list of the alleged 
hierarchy of angels, and of some of I heir names. 
The poets, having made use of them, have rendered 
them a warrantable part of fiction ; and there is a 
music in the sound, Milton, in the addresses of Sa- 
tan, does not observe the due order of the hierarchy, 
which stands as follows : — 



The SKftA^mwr • * * wboexcdm love. 

Cmkkusim . <. 4 . , . * i. • kdowlcdg^i. 

Tkrokes •«*•**«*« supcridrlt.v ten sia, aiad Id influence 
upciD those below th&iiL 

DOMJNATEOKS -»*<... freedom of service and Uie regula- 

lion of the diifitie glory, 
Virtues. ...».«,.. exeoitioo of die divine %ill, 
POWEKS * • » I « > * » » n, subJ42ction cf evil spirits. 

PR(i«ciPAi.iTiB5we ihe . . . chief goveraora of tke divine flvei- 

B«llg€CS. 

AjtCM ANGELS • 4 * «. . I . diitf iftfiSfKngftrs. 



vThese are the "^^ trinal tr i pi i cities " of which Spenser 
talks ; the whole hierarchy consisting of three classes, 
and every class of three sections* Upon the subject 
of their employment roand the *' throne *' of the di- 
vine being, wc would rather not dwell ; our respect 
for the mystery of die Deity being^ too great, and not 
choof^ltig to degrade It even to the heights of poetry. 
We may remark, however, that the placing Seraphim 
before Cherubim, — or love before knowledge, — can 
hardly be thought unworthy of anything divine, and 
is a fine moral* The distinction of oftices and facul- 
ties in these lists of angels is, it must be confessed, 
not always very distinct. It is not so in the, one be- 
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fore us ; and they differ in various authors.* Of the 
names of angels, the following comprise the most 
received and the most musical. There are four cele- 
brated archangels : — 

MiCMABL, who is said to preside over the East Wind, and the 
Nations in that quarter. 

Raphael the West 

Gabriel the North. 

Uriel the South. 

Whether by accident or system, this assignment of 
quarters is very suitable to the characters given to the 
respective archangels, Michael being the fierce and 
more dictatorial virtue, Raphael " the affable arch- 
angel," and Uriel the angel of the sun. It has been 
observed, on a similar ground, that the names of the 
two princes of painting, Raphael and Michael An- 
gelo (the most visible angels ever possessed by the 
Romish Church, and very lucky ones for her) were 
singularly expressive of their different qualities, as 
well as of the rank they held in their paradise. Co- 
relli's name of Arcangelo was a like felicity ; no 

• See Heywood's Hierarchic of Angels; a Treatise of Angels, by John 
Salkeld, London, 1613 ; a Theological Discourse of Angers and their Ministries, 
by Benjamin Camfield, &c. ; and for matters relative to angels in general, consult 
also La Cerda, before mentioned, and a work entitled Rabbinical Literature, by 
the Rev. J. P. Stehelin, in two vols., 8vo., 1748. La Cerda contains a number 
of celestial anecdotes; and Mr. Stehelin's work is a curious compilation of 
things fantastic, but, upon the whole, showing a kindliness of imagination which 
Christians would hardly expect from Jews, and which they would be more Chris- 
tian in some points if they would imitate. The Jews, for instance, like our sect 
of Universalists, believe that the devils themselves may be saved. There is 
one very grand notion in this book. The Jews believe that there are three voices 
constantly going through the world, unheard of mortal ears : the Voice 0/ tfU 
globe of tJte sun, the Voice of the soul departing from the body, and the Voict 
{^ the murmuring of Rome. This is the most magnificent idea of the Roman 
capital ever conceived. 



jTiuBician, except Handd, touching forth a more an* 
gehcal note than he did, with hts air-drawn bow, 
Handel, in addition to this, fairly sets the angels float- 
Ing^i with his wafting symphonies ; and, when he con- 
cludes, you lose their feet in heaven. Let the reader 
allow me to mention hi this place, as no unsuitable 
one, the divine air of " Waft her, angels/' and the 
sUU diviner one, '* There were shepherds abiding 
in the fields,*' with its Raphaele&que recitative. 
Nothing" can be simpler, more touching, more sin- 
cere* You arc conscious of the innocent shepherds 
kcepiog their flocks in the cool night. Their very 
looks are painted in the artless notes, and the angels 
speak to them in a few others, equally simple and 
beautiful. 
Other names of angels ; — 



Hamabid. 


Maion. 


OpIiatitcK 


Aonbdel 


MalthtdieL 


ArQn. 


Zainiiel. 


Jerrmict 


Zuriel^ aiad 


VafchicL 


Arid, 


Muriel. 


Jurtbatres^ 







i 



i 



^*El"is a termination, denoting God, Thus, Unel 
Bigni6es the Light of God ; Raphael, the Medicine of 
God, ^ — the Celestial Healer, These and other angels 
were supposed to preside over the zodiac, the planets, 
the elements, &c., and indeed over everything that 
could be presided over, down to a weed in the grass* 
The Rabbis were of opinion that they made them- 
selves bodies to appear m, out of the snow under the 
-Throne of Glory ; and that if they were absent from 
heaven seven days in succession they were unable to 
return. 
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It is not our intention to speak of the Fallen Angels 
or of their " Loves." It is much easier to conceive a 
loving than a fallen angel ; but our present object is 
to describe the happy winged spirit, as he appears to 
the eye of innocence and imagination. Infants, when 
they smile without an apparent cause, are supposed 
to see angels.* It is these whose faces we would 
behold. 

Our guesses as to the nature of any being may be 
unlimited ; but we can paint images of him only from 
what we know, and hence we draw happy spirits in 
the happiest human shape. 

'* To whom the angel with a smile that glowed 
Celestial rosy red, love's proper hue." — Milton. 

" Her angel &ce 
As the great eye of heaven shined bright, 
And made a sunshine in the shady place." — Spbnsbr. 

*' Occhi avea neri, e chioma crespa d'oro^ 
Angel parea di quei del sommo core." — Ariosto. 

" Black eyes he had, and sunny curls of hair ; 
He seem'd an angel, newly from the air." 

Ariosto's heroine, who is a personification of Beau- 
ty, is named Angelica. So we call a beautiful boy a 
cherub ; and though sophisticate ladies may find 
fault with being called angels, and not think it very 
sincere, it is still one of the best and most natural 
appellations which the rapture of love can bestow 
on beauty and goodness. 



* "Some," says delightful old Thomas Fuller, "admiring what motives to 
mirth infants meet with in their silent and solitary smiles, have resolved (how 
truly I know not) that then they converse with angels, as indeed such cannot 
amongst mortals find any fitter companions. " — Epistle Dedicatory to A Piigah- 
Sight 0/ Palestine. — En. 
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Our friend the Jesuit, above quoted, makes mention 
indeed of old aii^ds. He describes one, who ap- 
peared to the mottier of St, Eucherius, and who 
told her that she was stbout to be brought to bed of 
ail archbishop, • This venerable anticipation looks 
as much like an old angel as anything well can ; but 
still we cannot fancy an elderly seraph, or a cherub 
of two-and-sixty, Jesuits are famous for having odd 
notions of things divine. They are celebrated in par- 
ticular for not understanding the exact limits of what 
may be feigned and what not: and accordingly, in 
our friend's book we have a story of an angel, who 
imposed himself upon a farmer for one of his plough- 
men, in order that the latter might cultivate his love 
of the truth at chapeLf Yet in the same book we 
have an account of another pious person, who, being 
extremely addicted to angels (*' addictissimus an- 
£^elis'^)^ would never tell a Lie, not even to save his 
life ; that is to say, would not do %vhat the angels 
would* The best story in La Cerda is one which 
Massinger made the ground of his Virgin Martyr, 
An extract or two from the tragedy we keep for the 
conclusion of this article, as the best part of it, and 
as boys keep the sunny side of their apple for tlie last 
relish. The angel proper, as the heralds would call 
hitD, is neither old nor false, but young, beautiful, 
ingenuous, rosy bright, with wings, and a white vest- 
La Cerda gives us to understand (and here he is inno- 
cent enough) that he is ^* sometimes clothed in blue, 
rarely in purple." Some of the poets have made 
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his wings to be put on and off at pleasure, and many 
have painted them as of gorgeous color. 

'* Of silver wings he took a shining pair, 
Fringed with gold, unwearied, nimbly swift" — Fairfax's Tasto> 

Cowley, in the Davideis, is still more particular to 
this point, but the passage is in his worst style, and 
therefore must not be quoted. It is doubtful whether 
the word wore in the following passage of Milton 
does not imply the same thing. Speaking of Ra- 
phael, when he came down on his message to Adam, 
he says, — 

" Six wings he were, to shade 
His lineaments divine : the pair that clad 
Each shoulder broad, came mantling o'er his breast 
With regal ornament ; the middle pair 
Girt, like a starry zone, his waist ; and round, 
Skirted his loins and thighs with downy gold. 
And colours dipt in heaven : the third his feet 
Shadowed from either heel with feather'd mail, 
Sky-tinctur'd grain. Like Maia's son he stood. 
And shook his plumes, that heavenly fragrance filled 
The circuit wide." —Far. Lost^ Book V. 

Which last image is taken from a beautiful couplet of 
Fairfax, never to be too often repeated : — 

" On Lebanon at first his foot he set, 
And shook his wings with rosy may-dews wet." 

Again, in the passage where Milton describes Satan 
in the likeness of a cherub : — 

"And now a stripling cherub he appears 
Not of the prime, yet such as in his face 
Youth smiled celestial, and to every limb 
Suitable grace diffused, so well he feigned. 
Under a coronet, his flowing hair 
In curls on either cheek play'd ; wings he wore 
Qi many a coloured plume, sprinkled with gold ; 
His habit fit for speed succinct, and held 
Be'bre his decent steps a silver wand. " 



I 



This description has been much admired; and indeed 
Miltoa cannot dilate into any description in whic 
something admirable is not to be found. In gor< 
geousness of color his angels are not to be surpassed 
yet we cannot help thinking that there is somethin 
too princely, and conscious, and futl-dressed : not 
native enough to the sweetness and simpticit}' of 
heaven. They do not announce themselves so much 
by the dehghtfLilnessof their presence as the dazzling 
of it, which is surely the inferior thing. It is doubt- 
f u I wheth er Raph a e 1 h u s not too m u c h ^ tr d- co a ting' / 
and there is something in the *' silver w^and" w4iich 
the yonthfnl Cherub bears before him, which, to our 
mindSj is positively poor and in the way. Milton 
seems to have hatl a regard for n stick. He has giveiJ 
one to Satan to support his uneasy steps over the" 
burning soil of HcM ; and here he gives Inm another 
in heaven to look becoming with. Princes in those 
times walked with a stick, ^ — perhaps the poet him- 
self did ; and he has, unquestionably shown more 
regard for the kingly character in heaven tfian he did 
on earth. His angelic notions are full of ^^ resal. 
omaraent/* of *' coronets," and kingly state. 



" He, kingiy^ iTQm his st^itfi 
Inclined tsol " — »- 



1 



Bays he^ speaking of MichaeL But they have worse 
mond failures than these^ To say nothing of the 
contradictions into which his story compelled him ; 
and to sum np in one specimen all the faults to which 
polemics had rendered his divinity liable, what are 
we to think of his making his angels guilty of posi- 
tive, gratuitous malignity? Satan, travelling towards 
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earth, comes to a sea of jasper, on which is a stair- 
case which descended fr9m heaven. 

** The stairs were then let down, whether to dare 
The fiend by easy ascent, or aggraaaU 
His sad exclusion from ikt doors of bliss.** 

Book III., V. 553. 

This is a piece of malignity more worthy of hell than 
heaven ; if, indeed, hell could be imagined capable 
of at once being in a state of bliss and desirous of 
giving sorrow. In fact, this is the most infernal pas- 
sage in Paradise Lost. Luckily, it is mere talking : 
no being could be guilty of a mockery so inhuman ; for 
there is, in reality, no such thing as malignity for its 
own sake. The most wilful inflictors of suffering are 
themselves in a state of suffering, which they think to 
alleviate by thrusting a part of it on others ; and an- 
gels, having no suffering at all, would be the only 
true devils, if they would act as the poet's slip of the 
pen has here made them. 

There is a pretty passage of an angel in Spenser ; 
and there the heavenly creature is at his proper work : 
he is doing good. The poet has given him pied 
wings like a jay, which is perhaps not so well. They 
would better have suited a Cupid. But the picture 
is in his happiest manner. It is attended with those 
circumstances of verisimilitude which make the most 
supernatural things appear natural. On turning to 
the passage, I find that Spenser has compared his 
angel to Cupid, and this too in a stanza which is the 
more displaced by reason of the very perfection of its 
paganism. It is as if Poussin had lumped together 
a Scripture piece and a Bacchanal. A pilgrim finds 
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Guy on deeping in '* a shady delve," and somebody 
sitting by him- 

** Eaifle hu heaid there satt a feire younfj miia. 
Or wondrQQv beauty qnd of freshest yearc^ 

WliCkMj tetifkf bttil to tJosMme new begait, 

And flotirish faire, abav^ fits tqanll p«?rc3 : 
Has sDDwy fraai, curled wjth goMnsD hearts. 
Like Phoebus* Cace adorned with sunny faye$» 
Divinely iJiiTiie; and twn sbarpe wiaged sheares^ 
Decked with diners pluttiCj like pointed j^ycs. 
Were &i;ed at his hack, to cut his aycry w3y*?3," 

Fatriif Qtvttty Ucok II,j Canta E 

There are the wings of Titian's Cupid, in the pictme 
where his mother is blinding him. Perhaps it was a 
consciousness lo that eOect which led the poet into 
his comparison. We omit the latter as unsuitable ; 
but we must not omit what follows. The stianger 
delivers up his charge to the pilgrim ; and then, says 
the poet, — 

'* Ef^sooiaca he gan display 
His pnl kited niixibSe wiDge^ zind vaniaht quite away. 
The palmer seeing^ his Itft empty place. 
And his slow eies bej^uHed of their sight, 
Waxeaore aifrai4. and BtaiidiTig still a space 
Gai'd after him, a« fowle escapt by ^Ij^ht." 

Where the ^* blessed bird*' goes to (as Dante calls 
him), we do not presume to say j nor what he does 
when he has ended his journey. 

*" What know we of the blest above 
But that they sidg, and that ihcy love ? ** 

says Waller* To say we know^ it, is to say a Httle 
too much ; but to imagine it is reasonable enough 
considering that singing and loving (provided thejj 
be genuine of their sort) are two of the highest pleaa 
urcs on earth, and may be fancied to touch upoH 
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heaven. Milton has said some fine things about the 
loves of angels, to which we content ourselves with 
referring the reader. Taken out of their context, and 
of that " celestial colloquy Sublime," we might do 
them an injustice. The angel, in this article of ours, 
may be said to become our property, as soon as we 
can descry him with earthly eyes, and no sooner ; or 
we may fancy we hear before we see him. 

* ' And now *tis like all instruments, 
Now like a lonely flute ; 
And now it is angel's song, 
That bids the heavens be mute." 

Colbriogb's Ancient Maritter. 

We must humanize everything before we can love it. 
To fancy an angel rising in the east like a star, is 
making him too potent and gigantic. He must come 
near to us, and in our own shape ; must be guarding 
innocence or consoling adversity, or suggesting wis- 
dom and sweeter thoughts to those who fancy them- 
selves wicked, or conversing with the glad eyes and 
inarticulate raptures of infancy ; for infants, when 
smiling and babbling to themselves, are supposed to 
be talking with angels. Even thosfe beautiful gorgeous 
wings, in which he is invested by the poets, hardly 
seem to be an apparel in which he is to stay with us. 
They are for a sudden vision, a stoop out of the lus- 
tre of heaven. It is remarkable that the painters 
have never given colored wings to their angels. The 
temptation would seem to be great, — the palette looks 
like a wing ready made, — and yet they have not 
given way to it. No : the angel is the angel of one's 
infancy, the blooming white-vested boy with the spot- 
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lass wings ; and thus is he painted by the Guidos and 
Correggios. 

We think we see hhn now, looking out of one of 

theh' divine pictures, young, blooming, miiocent, nat- 

Mjiral as unconscious perfection, beautiful as truth. He 

Ss a boy on a noble scale, but still human ; and his 

arge curls are tawny with the noons of Paradise, 

An angel is the chorister of heaven, the page of 
mai"tyrdoni, the messenger from the home of moth- 
ers. He conies to the tears of the patient, and is in 
the blush of a noble singer* He kisses the hand that 
gives an alms. He talks to parents of their departed 
children, and smooths the pillow of sickness, and 
supports the cheek of the prisoner against the wall, 
and is the knowledge and comfort which a heart has 
of itself when nobody else knows it, and js the play- 
fellow of hope, and the lark of aspiration, and the 
lily in the dusk of adversity. All this we believe 
him, even should we hold his appearance to be a 
fable, and though wc deny the letter of a thousand 
things out of which we would extricate the spirit ; 
for wherever there is goodness and imagination, there 
of necessi ty a re th o u gh ts a nge 1 i c a U w i n ged i nd estru c- 
tible hopes* The diyest line of the geonieter, if he 
knew all, were a wand of as much wonder as Pros- 
perous I or if it were not so, Prosperous itself wci'e 
none, and our mo^t e^calted aspirations would still be 
as warrantable as the earth we touch. If anything 
unwise could he impardonabie, the only fault not to 
be forgiven were dogmatism ; and yet where could 
an angelical thought e?dst, and forgiveness not be 
diecovered ? 
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We conclude with the lovely scene out of Massin- 
ger. Drayton gives us to understand that angels 
converse in poetry. We know not how that may be ; 
but if ever a blooming, angelical boy was visible in a 
book, and talked on paper, it is here. 

Angblo, an Angel, attends Dorothra as a Page. Angbia Dorothxa. 
The time midnight. 

Dor. My book and taper. 

A ng. Here, most holy mistress. 

Dor. Thy voice sends forth such music, that I never 

Was ravisIiM with a more celestial sound. 

Were every servant in the world like thee. 

So full of goodness, angels would come down 

To dwell with us : thy name is A ngelo^ 

And like that name thou art. Get thee to rest ; 

Thy youth with too much watching is opprest 
Aug. No, mydear lady. I could weary stars, 

And force the wakeful moon to loose her eyes, 

By my late watching but to wait on you. 

When at your pray'rs you kneel before the altar, 

Methinks I'm singing with some quire in heaven, 

So blest I hold me in your company. 

Therefore, my most loved mistress, do not bid 

Your boy, so serviceable, to get hence ; 

For then you break his heart. 
Dor. Be nigh me still, then. 

In golden letters down I'll set that day. 

Which gave thee to me. Little did I hope 

To meet such worlds of comfort in thyself. 

This little, pretty body, when I, coming 

Forth of the Temple, heard Jny beggar-boy, 

My^Wi.et-facM go^ybeggar-Doy, crave an &lms, 

Which with glad hand I gave, with lucky hand ; 

And when I took thee home, my most chaste bosom 

Methought was filled with no hot wanton fire. 

But with a holy flame, mounting since higher. 

On wings of cherubims, than it did before. 
A ng. Proud am I that my lady's modest eye 

So likes so poor a servant. 
Dor. I have oflfer'd 

Handfuls of gold but to behold thy parents. 

I would leave kingdoms, were I queen of some, 

To dwell with thy good father ; for the son 
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Bewitching me *o deeply wUb hia prcseace, 
He that begot him must do*t leu tim':* mort 
I pTjy tliec, tny awK:et bojf, sbow like ihy parenls ; 
Be not ashamed 

Am^- T Am n&t s I did never 

KjQovr whfl my ttiather Mras ; birt hy yon paJacr^ 

Filled with bright heav*nly coinijera, I daressswre ycio, 

And pa WD these eyes vtp&a \\ uw\ tbcs liaiid 

My fill her Is in bcAv'n ; sud^ pfclty mtstr^ss^ 

If yotif iliu^triouj lipur-gb^ sp?nd his iznd 

No wors* iHan yet it doth, upon my Hfe, 

Vod &nd 1 bciih shall mdi?t toy Qtiher therev. 

And he Rh:il! btd you welcome 

Dffr, A hless'd day 3 * 

We had a great mind to conclude with this scene, 
but there is another in the same play wliicl^ presents 
us With so beautiful a picture of the an^el, — some- 
what between the gorg^eousness of the poets m gen- 
eral and the simplicity of the pninters^ — that we 
cannot resist copying" it. Theophilus, the persecutor, 
who has heen the cause of the martyrdom of Doro- 
tliea, and who is converted and becomes a martyr 
himself, is snliloqnizing upon the torture he will wreak 
upon those who differ with him, when Angt^lo comes 
in With a basket of fruit and flowers. The Roman 
does not see him at first, and so continues talking- 



* " Thia sceue," layi an excellent mtic, "has be-mtk^ of so high an order, 
iliat wish aU my fesfxct for Mas5iugcr, I did not think he tuid poelical cnthtisla^tn 
oipabte of funmliin^ them. His sssociaie. Decker, who wrote Old FortimatuSi 
had poetry enough fot any thing. Th& very imi^uritics whiGh ohtrudc ihemselvc;^ 
smuns t^^ sweet pledeij of this pUy tttke B^it^tt 4mong the tions of h^nvenh and 
which tlie bTJ^f scope of my plan foTtiiuatttiy erinblcs me to lei^ve out, have a 
ilren^lh of cootnistp a r^cinefts find ^ glow In i,hi;m, wlilch 'ATi i^bove Mii^lugei'. 
Tl>ey tct oil I he rtligioii of ihe rest, somehow, as Calibdin *ervci to fthow Mi" 
tiimW* — S^imifm 0/ Enstkh Dr\tmatk P^ts, by Chirles Lamb. 

■J hua it is that fine nJiluu'i know liow to turn fjgitive of imaginary evil to 
nccctmti inftead ol ihbking themaelye^ CiiJJvd upon to «how ttiLit they csunot 
thliiU too much «vSI about it* aa some critict h-ive Hone, who ii it were ,4 isn-* 
thing to tuiue in 10 sweet ;i |.|acc. 
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Tluopk. This Oiristian slot was well, 

A pretty one : bat let snch horror foOow 
The next I feed with torments, that when Rome 
Shall hear it, her foundation at the £Ound 
May feel an earthquake. How now 1 \Mnsie, 

Amg. Are you amazed, sir ? 

So great a Roman spirit, and doth it tremUe ? 
Tkeaph, How cam*st thou in ? To whom 
Thy business ? 

A ng. To you : 

I had a mistress, late sent hence by you 
Upon a bloody errand : yon entreated, 
That when she came in to that blessed garden 
Whither she knew she went, and where now happy. 
She feeds upon all joy, she would send to you 
Some of thnt garden fruit, and flowers ; which here. 
To have her promise saved, are brought by me. 
Tkeofh. Cannot I see this garden ? 

A ng. Yes, if the master 

Will give you entrance. \H* vanishetk, 

Tkeoph. *Tis a tempting firuit — 

And the most bright-cheeked child I ever viewed, — 
Sweet smelling goodly fimiL What flowers are these ? 
In Dioclesian's gardens the most beauteous, 
Compared with these, are weeds : is it not February, 
The second day she died? frost, ice, and snow, 
Hang on the beard of winter : where's the sun 
That gilds the summit? Pretty, sweet boy, say, 
In what country shall a man find this garden ? 
My delicate boy, —gone ! vanished I Within there, 
Julianus I Geta ! 

Enter Julianus and Gbta. 

Both. My lord. 
Tkeoph. Are my gates shut ? 

Geta. And guarded. 
Theoph. Saw you not a boy? 

Jul. Where? 
Theoph. Here he entered ; a young lad ; 

A thousand blessings danced upon his eyes, 
A smooth-faced, glorious thing, that brought this basket 
Geta. No, sir? 
Tiieoph. Away — but be in reach, if my voice calls you. 

♦ \,ExeuMi. 
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We need not point out to our readers the *^ bright- 
cheeked chllch*' the ** smootli-frtcctl glorious thing/* 
that brrngs u basket, — n thousand blessings dancing 
upon his eyes; — but %ve notice the words thiit we 
mny enjoy them in thetr company. — And so with this 
perfect taste of the angel mid his Eden fmtt, we con- 
elude. 1S30, 



CHILD-BED. 



A PROSE POEM* 



AND is child-bed among the graces, with its 
close room, and its tmwilHng or idle visitors, 
and its jestioD^ nnnse (the old and indecent strangor), 
and its un motherly, and un wifely, and unlovely lam- 
entations? Is pain so unpleasant that love cannot 
reconcile it; andean pleasures be repeated without 
shame, which are regretted with hostile cries and re- 
sentment ! 

No. Bnt child-bed is aoiong die graces, with the 
handsome qniet of its preparation, and the smooth 
pillow sustaining emotiou, and the soft steps of love 
and respect, and the room in which the breath of the 
universe is gratefully permitted to enter, and mild 
and venerable aid, and tl^e physician (the urbane se- 
curity), and the living treasure containing treasure 
about to live, who looks in the eyes of him that cansed 
h and seeks energy in the grappling of his hand, and 
bides her face in the pillow that she may save hini a 
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pain by stifling a greater. There is a tear for what 
may have been done wrong, ever ; and for what may 
never be to be mutually pardoned again; but it is 
gone, for what needs it? Angelical are their whis- 
pers apart ; and Pleasure meets Pain the seraph, and 
knows itself to be noble in the smiling testimony of 
his severity. 

It was on a May evening, in a cottage flowering 
with the green-gage, in the time of hyacinths and 
new hopes, when the hand that wrote this, took the 
hand that had nine times lain thin and delicate on 
the bed of a mother's endurance ; and he kissed it, 
like a bride's. 1827-1837. 



ROUSSEAU'S PYGMALION. 

WE are not aware that this piece of Rousseau's 
has hitherto appeared in English. It is a 
favorite in France, and very naturally so, on all ac- 
counts. To our countrymen there will perhaps ap- 
pear to be something, in parts 'of it, too declamatory 
and full of ejaculation ; and it must be confessed, 
that if the story alone is to be considered, the illus- 
trious author has committed one great fault, which 
was hardly to be expected of him ; and that is, that 
he has not made the sentiment sufficiently promi- 
nent. The original story, though spoiled by the rake 
Ovid, informs us, that Pygmalion, with all his warfnth 
towards the sex, was so disgusted at the manners of 
his countrywomen, that instead of going any longer 
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into their society, he preferreJ making images, in 
his owD mind, and with hi& chisel, of what a wo- 
man ought to be ; intbimhig her looks, of course, 
with sentiment and kindness, as wtill as with the 
more onlinary attractions. It appears to us, there- 
fore, that instead of making him fall in love, almost 
out of vanity, us Rousseiiu has done, it might have 
been better, in the abstract point of view above men- 
tioned, to represent him fashioning the likeness of 
a creature after his own heart, lying and looking at 
it with a yearning wish that he coukl have met with 
such a living being, and at last, while indulging his 
imagination with talking to her, making him lay his 
hand upon hers, ami finding it warm. The rest is, 
in every respect, exquisitely managed by Rousseau, 
But now we must observe, that while the charge of 
a certain prevailing air of insincerity over the French 
$ty]e in these matters appears just in most instances, 
a greater confidence is to be pnt in the enthusiasm 
of the Genevese ; for he was a kind of Pygmalion 
> himself, disgusted with the vrorld, and perpetually, 
yet hopelessly, endeavoring to realize the dreams of 
bis imagination. This^ alter all^ is perhaps the most 
touching thing in his performance. Pygmalion^sself 
predominates over the idea of his mistress, because 
tl^e author's self pressed upon him while he wrote. 
The only actual diflcrence between the fabulous soli- 
tary and the real one was, unfortunately, that Pyg- 
malion seems to have been willing enough to be 
Gontented, had he found a mi stress that deserved 
htm ; whereas Rousseau, when he was really beloved, 
nad even thought himself bo, was £pure to be n\%dti 
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the ruin of his own comfort ; partly by a distrustful 
morbidity of temperament, and partly, perhaps, by a 
fastidious metaphysical subtilty, which turned his eye 
with a painful sharpness upon the defects instead of 
humanities of his fellow-creatures, and made the in- 
dividual answer for the whole mass. 

The scene represents a sculptor's work-shop, in 
which are several blocks of marble, sculptured groups, 
and sketches of statues. In the midst of these is an- 
other statue, concealed under a drapery of a light and 
shining stuff, ornamented with fringes and garlands. 

Pygmalion is sitting, supporting his head with his 
hand, in the attitude of a man who is uneasy and 
melancholy. On a sudden he rises ; and taking one 
of his tools from a table, gives some strokes* of the 
chisel to several of the sketches ; then turns from them, 
and looks about him with an air of discontent. 

Pygmaliofi, There is neither life nor soul in it ; it 
is but a mere stone. I shall never do anything with 
all this. 

O, my genius, where art thou } What has become 
of thee? All my fire is extinguished, my imagina- 
tion is frozen ; the marble comes cold from my hands. 

Make no more gods, Pygmalion ; you are but a 
common artist — ye vile instruments, no longer in- 
struments of my glory, ye shall dishonor my hands no 
more. 

(He throws away his tools with disdain, and walks 
about with his arms crossed, as in meditation.) 

What am I become? What strange revolution has 
taken place in me ? — Tyre, proud and opulent city, 
your illustrious monuments of art no longer attract me. 
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I have lost my taste for them. All intercourse with 
artists and pliilosophers has become insipid to me : 
the society of painters and poets hns no attraction for 
me ; praise and renown have ceased to elevate me ; 
the approbation of posterity has no interest for me ; 
even friendship has to me lost all her charms. 

And you, yonng masterpieces of nature, whom my 
art has presumed to imitate, you, in whose train the 
pleasures ever led me, you, my charming models, 
who consumed me at once with the flame of love and 
genius, — since I have surpassed you, you are all be- 
come indifferent to me, 

(He seats himself, and contemplates the figures 
around him.) 

Detaitied in this room by an inconceivable charm, I 
know not what to do here^ and yet I cannot leave it. 
I wander from group to group, from figure to figure, 
my weak and uncertain chisel no longer acknowledge 
ing its masteft These rude sketches are left un- 
touched by the hand which should have given them 
life and beauty — 

(He rises impetuously.) 

It is over, it is over : I have lost my genius I So 
young — and yet I have survived it I 

And what, then, is this internal ardor which con- 
sumes me? What is this fire w^hich devours me? 
?hy» ill the languor of extinguished genius, should I 

fl these emotions, these bursts of impetuous passion, 
this insurmountable restlessness, this secret agitation 
which torments me? I know not; I fear the admi- 
ration of my own work has been the cause of this 
diatraetjon: I have concealed it under this veil^ 
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my profane hands have ventured to cover this mon- 
ument of their glory. Since I have ceased to behold 
it, I have become more melancholy and absent How 
dear, how precious, this immortal work will be to 
me ! If my exhausted mind shall never more pro- 
duce anything grand, beautiful, worthy of me, I will 
point to my Galatea, and say, " There is my work." 
O my Galatea ! when I shall have lost all else, do 
thou alone remain to me, and I shall be consoled. 

(He approaches the veiled statue; draws back; 
goes, comes ; stops sometimes to look at it, and 
sighs.) 

But why conceal it? What do I gain by that? 
Reduced to idleness, why refuse myself the pleasure 
of contemplating the finest of my works? Perhaps 
there may yet be some defect which I have not per- 
ceived ; perhaps I might yet add some ornament to 
the drapery : no imaginable grace should be want- 
ing to so charming an object. Perhaps the contem- 
plation of this figure may re-animate my languish- 
ing imagination. I must see her again ; I must ex- 
amine my work. What do I say? Yes; I have 
never yet examined it ; hitherto I have only admired 
her. 

(He goes to raise the veil, and lets it fall, as. if 
alarmed.) 

I know not what emotion seizes me wherl I touch 
this veil. 

I feel a tremor, as though I were touching the 
sanctuary of some divinity. — Pygmalion, it is but a 
stone; it is thine own work — what can it mean? 
In our temples, they serve gods made of tlie same 
materia], and formed by the same hand as this. 
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(He raises the veil trembling, and prostrates him- 
self before the statue of Galntt-a, which Is seen pl*iced 
on a pedestal, raise t! hv semicircular steps of marble,) 

O Galatea ! receive my homage. I have deceived 
myself. I thought to make you a nymph, arid I 
have made you a goddess* Even Venus herself is 
less beautiful, 

O vanity, human weakness t lam never weary 
of admhing my own work; I am intoxicatt-^d with 
self-love ; I adore myself in that which I have made, 
— ^No, never was there anything in nature m beau- 
tiful ; 1 have surpassed the work of the Gods. — 
What! so many beauties formed hy my hands j my 
hands tlien have touched them; my mouth has — I 
see a defect. This drapery too much conceals it 
I must slope it away more; the charms which it 
shades should be more displayed. 

(He takes his mallet and chisel, and advancing 
slowly, begins with much hesitation to ascend the 
steps towards the statue, which , it seems, he dares 
not touch. He raises the chisel, — he stops.) 

What is this trouble^ this trembling .> I hold 
the chisel with a feeble hand — I cannot — I dare not 
— I shall spoil everything, 

(He endeavors to conquer his trouble, and at last^ 
raising the chisel again, makes one stroke, and lets 
it fall, with a loud cry.) 

Gods ! I feel the quivering flesh repel the chisel I 

(He descends, trembling and confused.) 

— ^ Vain terror, blind fully I — No^ — I will not touch 
her — the Gods a ft right me. Doubtless she m al- 
ready deified. 
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(He contemplates her again.) 

What would you change,' Pygmalion ? Look ! what 
new charms can you give her? Alas ! her only fault 
is her perfection. — Divine Galatea ! less perfect, noth- 
ing would be wanting to thee. 

(Tenderly.) 

Yet a soul is wanting. That figure should not be 
without a soul. 

(With still increasing tenderness.) 

How fine should be the soul to animate that body ! 

(He stops a long time; then returns to his seat, 
and speaks with a slow and changed voice.) 

What desires have I dared to form I What sense- 
less wishes ! 

What is this I feel ? — O Heaven ! the illusion van- 
ishes, and I dare not look into my heart. I should 
have too much to reproach myself with. 

(He pauses a long time, in profound melancholy.) 

This, then, is the noble passion which distracts me! 
It is on account of this inanimate figure that I dare 
not go out of this spot ! — A figure of marble ! — a 
stone! — A hard and unformed mass, until worked 
with this iron ! — Madman, recover thyself, see thine 
error, groan for thy folly — But no — 

(Impetuously.) 

No, I have not lost my reason ; no, I am not 
wandering ; I reproach myself with nothing. It is 
not of this marble that I am enamoured ; it is of 
a living being whom it resembles ; the figure which 
it presents to my eyes. Wherever this adorable 
form may be, whatever body may bear it, whatever 
hand may have made it, she will have all the 
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VOWS of my heart Yes, ray only folly is in the 
power of discerning beauty ; my only crime is being 
sensible to it, Tliere is nothing in this I ought to 
blush for. 

(Less lively, but always with passion.) 

What arrows of fire seem to issue from this object 
to burn my senses, and to carry away my soul unto 
their source I Alas i she remains immovable and 
cold, while my heart, consumed by her charm s^ longs 
to quit my own body to give warmth to hers* I 
imagine in my dellriiiiii that I could spring from 
myself^ that I could give to her my life, that I conld 
animate her with shy sonl. Ah, let Pygmalion die, 
to live in Galatea ! — What do I say, O Heaven ? If 
I were she, I should no longer see her ; I should 
not be he that loves her t — No, let my Galatea live ; 
but let not me become Galatea, O ! let me always 
be another^ always wish her to be herself) to love 
her, to by beloved — 

(Transported*) 

Torments^ vows, desires, impotent rage, terrible, 
fatal love — O 1 all hell is in my agitated heart — 
Powerfuls beneficent Gods I — Gods of the people, 
who know the passions of men, ah, how many mir- 
acles have you done for small causes ! Behold this 
object, look into my heart, be just, and deserve your 
altars ! 

(With a more pathetic enthusiasm.) 

And thou, sublime essence, who, concealing thy- 
self from the senses, art felt in the heart of men, 
soul of the universe, principle of all existence, thou 
who by love givest harmony to the elements j life to 



2IO THB WISHING-CAP PAPERS. 

matter, feeling to bodies, and form to all beings; 
sacred fire, celestial Venus, by whom everything is 
preserved, and unceasingly reproduced ! Ah, where 
is thy equalizing justice? Where is thy expansive 
power? Where is the law of nature in the senti- 
ment I experience? Where is thy vivifying warmth 
in the inanity of my vain desires? All thy flames 
are concentrated in my heart, and the coldness of 
death remains upon this marble ; I perish by the 
excess of life which this figure wants. Alas ! I ex- 
pect no prodigy ; already one exists, and ought to 
cease ; order is disturbed, nature is outraged ; restore 
to her laws their empire, re-establish her beneficent 
course, and equally shed thy divine influence. Yes, 
two beings are lefl out of the plenitude of things. 
Divide between them that devouring ardor which 
consumes the one without animating the other. It 
is thou who hast formed by my hand these charms, 
and these features, which want but life and feeling. 
Give to her the half of mine. Give all, if it be 
necessary. It shall suffice me to live in her. O 
thou ! who deignest to smile upon the homage of 
mortals, this being who feels nothing, honors thee 
not. Extend thy glory with thy works. Goddess 
of beauty, spare this affront to nature, that a form 
so perfect should be an image of which there is no 
living model ! 

(He gradually re-approaches the statue with an air 
of confidence and joy.) 

I resume my senses. What an unexpected calm ! 
What unhoped courage re-animates me ! A mortal 
fever burned my blood, a balm of confidence and 
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hope flows in my vehis, and I feel a new life. Thus 
Ihe sense of our dependence sometimes becomes our 
consolation. However unhappy mortals may be, 
when they have invoked the Gods, they are more 
tranquil, — And yet this unjust confidence deceives 
those who form senseless wishes. — Alas ! in the con- 
dition I am in-, we call upon every one, and no one 
hears us ; the hope which deceives Is more senseless 
than the desh-e. 

Ashamed of so many folHep, 1 dare no more to COU' 
template the cause of die in. When I wish to raise 
my eyes towards this fatal object, I feel a new trouble, 
a sudden palpitation takes my breath, a secret tremor 
stops me — 

(With bitter irony*) 

O, look, poor soul 1 summon courage enough to 
dare behold a statue. 

(He sees it become animated, and turns away with 
alarm ; his heart oppressed with grief) 

What have I seen? *Gods ! what have I imagined 
that I saw ? A color on the flesh, a fire in the eyes, 
even movement. — It %vas not enough to hope for a 
miracle ; to complete my misery, at last I have seen — ^ 

(With expressive melancholy.) 

Unhappy creature, all is over with thee — thy de- 
lirium Is at its height — thy reason as well as thy 
genius abandons thee. Regret it not, Pygmalion, for 
the loss will conceal thy shame* 

(With indignation.) 

The lover of a stone is too happy in becoming a 
visionary* 

(He turns again, and sees the statue move and de- 
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scend the steps in front of the pedestal. He falls on 
his knees, and raises his hands and eyes towards 
heaven.) 

Immortal Gods ! Venus, Galatea ! O, illusion 
of a furious love ! 

(Galatea touches herself and says) Me ! 

(Pygmalion transported) — Me ! 

(Galatea touching herself again) — It is myself. 

(Pygmalion) — Ravishing illusion, which even 
reaches my ears ! O, never, never abandon me. 

(Galatea moves towards another figure and touches 
it) — Not myself. 

(Pygmalion in an agitation, in transports which he 
can with difficulty restrain, follows all her movements, 
listens to her, observes her with a covetous attention, 
which scarcely allows him to breathe. Galatea ad- 
vances and looks at him ; he rises hastily, extends his 
arms, and looks at her with delight. She lays her 
hand on his arm ; he trembles, takes the hand, presses 
it to his heart, and covers it with ardent kisses.) 

(Galatea, with a sigh) — Ah ! it is I again. 

(Pygmalion) — Yes, dear and charming object — 
thou worthy masterpiece of my hands, of my heart, 
and of the Gods! It is thou, it is thou alone — I 
have given thee all my being — henceforth I will live 
but for thee. 1820. 




ON THE SUBURBS OF GENOA AND THE 
COUNTRY ABOUT LONDON.* 



D' 



lEAR N. : I could bear my large study f no 
longer; so I have mounted into my diird 
story, and intrenched myself, as usual, in a little 
corner room. It is about the size of the study in 

— , where we all adjourned on the morning of 

Twelfth Night, to take breakfi^ist. Do you remember 
that night? how we sung '^ To ladies* eyes a round, 
boys;" and how the eyes were as sparkling and tri* 
umphant at six o'clock m the morning, as they were 
at six in the evening? " Can I forget itf " say you : 
**Can anybody forget it?" I think not The very 
walls must remember it, A living poet, whom we 
were near killing with laughter at two in the morn- 
ing, has doubtless written his best things upon eyes 
since the appearance of that ocular constellation. I 
am sure a hving novelist would have made his hero- 
ines equal to the rest of his characters, and done 
himself a world of good into tlie bargain, had he not 



• Til!* esBiay^ wa» tAr^Mly correctfld fofr republication by the author^ who 
ruthlessly 4rew tus pen through many of its graoeful ^nteocca. Hiough we 
ftEadly nil-ail oursetvescif most of his vert^al emendaticnii, vc luve not the heai't to 
i>inil the pleasant pji^st^es whith he marked for suppTesainij^ and ih^rcfoT^ re- 
pftitl the article ijt ii* entirety, withrmt ihe lf>3& of » p;3r«igFjiph, We do not 
Ihiak ilie fcadtr will binme us for rct^hung the Ruecdote of Shejley* and tJi* 
deso-ifitiitjii of the aiihtirb* of Guiioa. — Ed. 

I Thefe 19 a description of tliiif^iidy to the chapter on My Booksi in the Tnili- 
C2t(or. The ** deaf N. '' to v,"h*^tn ttus Kirtie^it is addrtsscdis Vjiiceni Kov«llo^ 
"mygoot^ L^thaik iritmd Nov.,** of Elii^s Cbaj^i^r On i.a.T».^^T>. 



i 



a 14 THE WISHING-CAP PAPERS. 

had that extra-judicious hackney coach call for him at 
one. Be assured, that pleasant spirits have haunted 
that house ever since. I know (without the maid 
servants informing me) that a noise of crystal ring^ 
ings and sweet voices is heard every Twelfth Night 
through the rooms ; and that the gallant occupier 
and his wife cannot sleep for the life of them, for 
exquisite imaginations. 

But you must know I have another reason for 
mounting into this nest of mine, in addition to those 
I have given to B. It lifts me above a sense of the 
lanes and stone walls of this suburb of Genoa. Al- 
baro is a pretty name, and a very pretty looking hill 
at a distance. It has also some fine retreats and 
gardens, for those who can afford them. But for a 
place to walk about in, and enjoy one's neighbor's, 
goods (to which you know I have a propensity), it 
only shows me how very pretty some hills as well as 
women can look at a distance, and what stony-hearted 
creatures they turn out upon inspection. When you 
behold Albaro from the sea, you cry out, " What a 
delicious place to live in ! " Imagine a gentle green 
hill, full of olive trees, vineyards, and country seats, 
beheld from a blue sea, glittering under a blue sky, 
and with the Apennines at the back of it. Enter it, 
and the charm is dissolved. Eternal lanes, with 
eternal stone walls, intersect it in all directions. The 
best are paved like the carriage part of the London 
streets, with a stripe of smoother walk in the middle, 
made of tiles laid edgewise. The worst are com- 
pounded of bits of broken walls, stones, and occa- 
sional pushings forth of the native rock. Some are 
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merely the beds of torrent® : but all are lanes, lanes, 
lanes^ — all stone, brick, and mortar, with seldom 
eveo a hole to look through. Your only resource, as 
in the worst passages of human life, is to imagitic 
what may be on the other side ; but then the tatita- 
lization is in proportion. In the summer, the vines 
look over the walls, here and there, and aiVord a re- 
lief; but the lanes, for the most part j are then hot and 
close^ and in those that lead down to the sea the foot- 
mg is sltll a nuisance* Furthermore^ the sea has no 
beach» In winter (which ia quite severe enough in 
this quarter of Italy to make you feel it) the prome- 
nade is intolerable. Sometimes a wind comes down 
from the snowy mountains, shiirp set as a \vo]f^ and 
more searching than any cast wind with us. Besides, 
Genoa being situate between the sea and tlie moun- 
tains, is famous for wind ; and Albaro, I suppose, 
Is the most famous place for wind about Genoa. 
Last winter one would have thought the whole array 
of tempests had come by sea to pass over the motm^ 
tains, and go and trample down some incorrigible 
tyranny p The whole ciivalcade seemed to sweep over 
us with their **' sightless horses/' their whistting hair« 
and mad outcries. 

It Is little better, for the most part-, in the rest of 
the iuburbs ; in some of them, not so good* There 
is one good road, which circles tlie hill ; and on the 
other side of Genoa, there is a wider piece of plain 
to get footing upon* But, generally speaking, your 
path lies up and down hill, through the stoniest of all 
Stony alleys. Even the road which I speak of, round 
Albaro^ and whicli would make a beautiful figure in 
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a picture, presenting depths of olive grounds below, 
and the sea in the distance, tantalizes you with the 
sight of pleasant places in which it is impossible to 
enter, and which, if you did enter, it would be im- 
possible to walk in. The olive grounds are all walled 
in, as usual, and all raised upon terraces of artificial 
earth, lest the torrents should wash them away. But 
what care the Genoese? Nature, with them, is but 
a slave in the hands of the slave merchant. All her 
beauties consist in what they will fetch. Their olive 
trees produce nothing but quattrini and minestra ; 
their bunches of grapes are but so many purses of 
soldi. They care for nothing but care itself, and a 
good oleaginous dinner to make it worse. 

Now, tell it not in Scotland, lest the cocknies of 
the Canongate rejoice ; but give me, dear N., before 
all the barren suburbs in the world (bits of mountain 
included) the green pastures and gentle eminences 
round about glorious London. There we have fields : 
— there one can walk on real positive turf; there 
one can get trees that are of no use, and get under 
trees, and get among trees ; and have hedges, stiles, 
field-paths, sheep and oxen, and other pastoral amen- 
ities : — 

"Sometimes walking, not unseen, 
By the hedge-row elms on hillocks green ; 
While the ploughman, near at hand. 
Whistles o'er the furrowed land, 
And the milkmaid singeth blithe. 
And the mower whets his scythe, 
And every shepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale." 

How pleasant it is to read one of our poets in a 
foreign country ! 1 pass from page to page, as I 
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used from meadow to meadow^ not oraitting to enjoy 
the siyie by the way. 

"Stfaight mine eye tratb c^ugbt new pt£asiim| 
VVhiEe the landsope xawvtA it measiirefl % 
Ruseet U^ii» and iallfli«?3 gfay/' 

Observe the coloring 1 

*' Where the nlbblbis ffloeks do stray; ** 

Mark the nicety I 

Moon tain a 1 what does he mean by that ? 

** Mauatamfi tm whose biirrei) breast 
The Ltbaring clouds do Dften regt^"' 

Genoa pitched in tlie vale of Thames l He must 
have seen Genoa by a sort of unnatural second sight. 
1 beg you to look upon this as an impertinent vision, 
foreign to the subject, or onJy brought in to show the 
beanfy of the rest by the force of contrast* 

"Meadows trim, wjLh dames pied," 

There he comes home again. 

" Sbailpw brocks aad rivers wide i 
Towen anE) bat UemenU it sees, 
BoaQmed hi^h iti ttil><gd trees, 
Where perhaps some beauty liess^ 
The Cyno&ure of meighborlng eyesi 
Hjird by a cottage chimticy fmoikea 
FroiD betwixt two aged oak*.*' 

Clfnplete justice is never done to a fine passage in a 
poet, if you do not know the one tliat preceded it: 
just ad a new key in a mtisician demands a compari- 
son with that of the previous alr< How admirably 
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contrasted, and yet with the properest and mellowest 
gradation, is the richness and elevation of this pas- 
sage about the tufted trees and the high-born beauty in 
their turrets, with the " two aged oaks," and the peas- 
ant's habitation that smokes between them ! — Alas, 
there are no such oaks here, and no such tufled trees ! 
— Do you remember our picnics on the grass in the 
Hampstead Fields? Do you remember our books, 
our lounges, our trios, our crowns of field flowers for 
heads " not our own " ? Do you recollect that strange 
Centaur of a squire, who came riding in his meadows 
with a monster of a footman behind him, and could 
not help being delighted at seeing our dinner tres- 
passing' on his premises? 

I fancy you discern to what all this leads, — the 
sketch that I promised you a long while back, of 
pleasant memories connected with the country about 
London ; similar to those which I have touched upon 
in a former Indicator, connected with the inside of 
it. You are right. I could not delay it longer, if I 
would. 

" Ah, happy hills ! ah, pleasing shade I 

Ah, fields beloved in vain I 
Where once my careless childhood strayed, 

A stranger yet to pain ! 
I feel the gales that from ye blow 
A momentary bliss bestow, 

As waving fresh their gladsome wing, 
My weary soul they seem to soothe. 
And redolent of joy and youth, 

To breathe a second spring.** 

And yet the fields are not " beloved in vain ; " neither 
was my childhood a stranger to suffering. My life 
has had strong lights and shades upon it from its 
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commencement ; but^ upon the whole, I *im grateful ; 
and the pleasures I have enjoyed make me love c%^en 
the memory of some of the pains, 

" A dram of sweet is vronh jl pound cif Bour.*' 

How could Gray say that his fields were *' beloved in 
vam," when the sight of them, in pain and melan- 
choly, could stiU please htm in this manner \ and when 
^he cultivated flowers in his college window to the 
last? Nature is never beloved in vain, Shakespeare, 
after running the whole round of humanity, went to 
live and to die among^ his native fields, Rousseau's hot* 
any never forsook him. The oaks are firm friends ; 
and we can love the most blooming of roses in our 
old age. 

In taking my circuit round London, I will begin 
with the east, in order that I may end with the north. 
It is the least pleasant side, yet two out of our four 
greatest names in poetry are connected with it, — 
Spenser and Milton, I have already noticed that 
Spenser was born in East Smithfield, Bunhill Fields 
has the most unromantic of sounds, and yet there 
Milton not only lived, but seems to have delighted to 
live. It is probably the ^' noble suburban spot/* of 
which he speaks in his Latin poems, and contained 
the elm trees of which he was so fond, I do not re- 
member whether I have mentioned before, that Steele 
amused himself with a laboratory at Poplar, which 
it still extant. You may gatlier from some of the 
works of De Foe, who was a hosier in CtirnhiU^ that 
he was a great walker about the neighborhood of the 
river* An unaccustomed eye, suddenly emerijing from 
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the narrow streets upon Tower Hill, is met by a crowd 
of grand and tragical recollections, — by murdered 
patriots and heroes, infants, lovers, and kings. There 
breathed out the souls of the Raleighs and Sydneys. 
There Hutchinson prepared himself to die in patient 
endurance ; and Guilford Dudley and Jane Grey went 
one after the other to the scaffold, instead of the re- 
tirement that suited their innocence. The death of 
another Jane is said to have given its name to Shore- 
ditch. This was Jane Shore, the life of the volup- 
tuous retirements of Edward the Fourth, who was seen 
there in her old age, wrinkled, and gathering water- 
cresses. What a difference from the picture of her, in 
which she is described as having risen " out of her bed 
in the morning, having nothing on but a rich mantle 
cast under one arm over her shoulder, and sitting in a 
chair, on which her naked arm did lie ! " This por- 
trait, by the way, argues a taste, and an eye for col- 
oring, which one should hardly have looked for in the 
paintings of those times. It was, perhaps, the work 
of an Italian. But I shall never get out of town. Of 
Hackney, and all that region, famous for giving a 
name to Hackney coaches, I know nothing more illus- 
trious than what is /said of it in some quaint period- 
ical work ; — namely, that 

*' Homerton and Clapton do declare, 
'J'he many country seats that there are there.** 

They tell me, however (is this true?), that I am to 
like a place a little more to the north, the name of 
which I shall not allow myself to be sure of till I hear 
further advices. Let it be as good a name as you 



can, for I shall *' like it most horribly.*' I remember 
now that I used to ^o that way to batiie. Besides, 
you have C. L, The great men of the court of EHza* 
betb must have resided much about tlie neighborhood 
of Stoke Nevvington and Highbury, for every old 
mausion thereabout is diguified with the title of one 
of her palaces* A house is still shown at Islington, 
for Raletgh's, At Stoke Newington lived the late 
Dr. Aikin, who was a clever man and did good ; 
though he should not have said, that Spenser*s Epi- 
thalamiym '* wants only judicious curtailmeht to 
make it a very pleasing piece.** I would as lief have 
had the bride curtailed, had I been the hero of it. 0r» 
Aikin's sister, Mrs. Burbauld, still renders the place 
interesting by her residence. Here lived Dr. Watts, 
whose logical head did not hinder his little frail per* 
Sfm from being hjpochondriacal, and whose hypo- 
chondiia, unfoi-tunutely, drove him into Calvinism 
instead of tiie Bowling-green, But I believe he extri- 
cated himself at last There wants a good account 
of the last years of men who get rid of their supur- 
slitious, as well as of diose who are said to have been 
overcome by them. 

To return to the river's side, and cross the water. 
At Greenwich, famous for its green woods and white 
sails, — for its old weather-beaten pensioners^ who sit 
eying the phicid stream, — and for ln&ses who kiss 
their mother earth all the way down hill in fair time^ 
and their cousin John at the bottom of it, — Qiiecn 
Elizabeth held her court ; such a court, as princes 
and courtiers can seldom contrive to muster up. Flat- 
tery (here had a sort of right; and, accordingly, the 
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old Queen was a " nymph " to the last, scorching up 
the Hattons and Raleighs with the retrospective 
beauties of seventy. Furthermore, she walked abroad 
among them with a wrinkled face, black teeth, little 
sparkling gray eyes, a hand and arm so white that 
it transported even Dutchmen, and a new gown 
for every day in the year. How she contrived to 
maintain her charms, while dancing and playing on 
the lute, in order to convince a Scotch ambassador 
of her juvenility, who was to look through a crevice, 
none but a Scotchman can say ; and, accordingly, I 
leave it to Sir Walter. If he discovers something to 
venerate in the fumbling of King James, he will sure- 
ly not be at a loss in the tumbling of old Elizabeth. • 
At Redriff (vainly spelt Rotherhithe) some story-book 
hero cuts a figure ; but I cannot remember his name. 
Down the Kent Road, Chaucer's pilgri/ns took their 
way to Canterbury, telling stories that have outlasted 
St. Thomas's shrine, and will outlast a thousand 
others. I think I see him now, looking downwards ; 
the Wife of Bath grinning; the Friars and Summon- 
ers in all their varieties of hypocrisy and impudence ; 
the Squire dancing on his horse, conscious of the 
Prioress ; the experienced Knight, his father ; the 
busy Sergeant at Law, who seemed still " busier than 
he was ; " the reckless Sailor ; the unhealthy Cook ; 
the lean meek Scholar, upon his lean horse ; the lean 
choleric Steward, upon his plump one ; the bull of a 
Miller, &c., &c., and Harry Baillie, the host, venting 
his admiration of a pathetic story in a volley of oaths^ 
Kent Street derives a minor lustre from Goldsmith's 
Madame Blaze. Newington Butts, as its name de- 
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was famous for archery* With the aubinb 
fields, that now contahi prisons arid bedlams, the 
great poets and wits of Shakespeare's time mast have 
been conversant, owing to the neighborhood of the 
iheatre in the Borough* Their club, at the Mermaid 
in Corohill, was as convenient a spot as they could 
well choose, between the theatre on one hai\d,and the 
court and country seats of Elizabeth on the two sides of 
the water on the other. Camberwell was lately remark- 
able for the proud villa of a Qiiakcr physician. Clap- 
hatn looks unnatural, with its bankers' houses on a 
bit of wild common. Armstrong, in his poem upon 
preserving' health, recommends Dnlwich as *** yet un* 
spoiled by art/' 1 believe it still retains its character, 
tboug^h more houses have come, and the gypsies gone 
awaVi It touches upon Norwood, Here is Dulwich 
College, founded by one of Shakespeare's fellow-play- 
erfi» Allen, — a name which seems to belong to people 
of worth* I know one myself. The original of 
Fielding's All worthy was another s and the first coun- 
lenence I remember at school was an Allen's, — so 
good and handsome that an old stall-woman, against 
whom he happened to run in the street, and to turn 
round upon in the course of her abuse, exclaimed, 
'* Confound your great, ugly, driving — — sweet fiice, 
God bless it!" Poor Allen 1 he died aboard ship, a 
surgeon, vainly forewarned by Roderick Random* 
What had his blushing maiden face to do In a gang- 
way? And yet what would the hai'd places of tiie 
world become, if such faces never Bhone on them I 
— To Dulwich College Sir Francis Bourgeois be- 
queathed his collection of pictures, which it is a holi- 
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day to go and see. Between Dulwich and Becken- 
ham is a pretty, rustic, out-of-the-way spot, called 
Peiige, which an acquaintance of yours thinks the 
charmingest place in the world. Her first child was 
born at Beckenham. The white spire of Beckenham 
church, issuing out of the trees, is a truly English and 
sylvan spectacle. I think Johnson was in the habit 
of visiting somebody at Beclcenham. In the church 
is Gray's epitaph on Mrs. Clarke, " Lo ! where the 
silent marble weeps." Sydenham, another pretty vil- 
lage with a green, has long been the residence of Mr. 
Campbell. Lewisham was immortalized by Queen 
Elizabeth in a strain of alliterative abuse, which, not 
being a queen, I have not the face to repeat. Returning 
westward, we come to Thrale and Johnson at Streat- 
ham. There Mrs. Thrale encouraged his bile with 
good dinners, and soothed it with gay curtains ; and 
there, it seems, he had a desk on each side a win- 
dow, upon which he used to write his Lives of the 
Poets, — a '' mechanical operation of the spirit'* 
somewhat too prophetic of the point of criticism at 
which he would stop short. But admiration ever be 
paid to the hero of Boswell, and reverence to the 
good Samaritan who took up the female in the street, 
and put her to bed while other people were chatter- 
ing! At Merton, a pretty place with a pretty appel- 
lation (so at least it seemed to me, when I spent my 
holidays there) lived the illustrious little withered 
lion, Nelson. But it once contained a personage much 
more interesting in my eyes ; to wit, an aunt of mine ; 
a true West Indian of the best sort, somewhat wilful, 
very idle and generous, and a ladv to the heart of 
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her. If the mentiori of these two personages tog^ether 
looks like an anticUniax, take the following out of a 
muster of the »* bon goClt/' which I think beats it 
.hollow. It is Chaulien addresshig the Countess of 
Stafford : — 

** Vous ri*surei ].ini.^is. besoin 

Nt qm' ApoUofii prErtne soin 

Dt; vous niOJitfCP Ic AMbHine; 

Cir vousi trctuverex dhe£ voub 

Data MH Outte/ort m'maMe^ 

Ud inaitTia plu5 que capable 

Be vans furmer au bcni goftt" 

But what has this impertinent French nn an to do 
with one*s young days and one's natural affections? 
Talking of Queen Eliza heth and her Nymphals, I 
remember writing an elegy on the death of thiss kins* 
woman, In which I called her a •■' nymph *' also, though 
she was between fifty and sixty* Why did she not live 
to be called a damsel? There was such an elegance 
about her in my eye that 1 never thou^^ht lier wrinkled 
face old. And where are you, dear cousin F., that In 
the pride of your tuckers and dressed locks you are 
not &tili c lulling me ^"^ peiil ^^ar^on/* and throwing 
down peaches from the trees to my adoring eyes? 
What had trouble to do with your warm strip of 
West Indianism, that it did not dance and flutter all 
its life in perpetual youth? She had the cruelty to 
give me a little crystal heart, as if It signified noth- 
ing to the ^^ petit jargon ; *' and I wore it next my 
own at school, with an infinite mixture of pride and 
peiislveness. Few things are better than these fan- 
cies, or even the recollections of thenx ; and those 
that are, partake of the same character. Let me try 

'5 
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as I may, I feel I have nothing greater, much less 
happier in me, than I had when a boy ; nor can I do 
anything better than draw out, as it were, what was 
in me then. Business has only made me uneasy to 
others, and remorseful to myself. My tasks take 
another direction. I am formed by nature to suffer 
and imagine alone, or in company with some friend ; 
and in public to do nothing but impart a sense of the 
joys which love and patience reward me with. 

But what have the peach trees done with me, that 
I stand here in a dream, when I have to make half 
the circuit of London ? Yet I must not forget the little 
River Wandle, which runs by Merton, and in which I 
once saw a vision bright and ideal as any in a picture. 
It was nothing, too, but a girl with long flaxen hair 
and blue eyes, washing some linen with naked feet 
among the pebbles. Her hair was flaxenest of the 
flaxen ; her eyes blue as sapphire ; — it was August ; 
and the 

*' Caerule stream, rambling in pebble-stone, 
Crept uader moss as green as any gourd." 

What she must have thought of me in my school 
petticoats I know not ; but her surprise had the ad- 
vantage of fixing her in a beautiful posture, and 
making her open all her blue eyes. I wish Mr. 
Wordsworth had flourished then, and set " us youth " 
upon attempting to write naturally. I made " a copy 
of verses " afterwards upon the Wandle, which might 
have been a little better for it. When I met with the 
lines upon it in Drayton's Polyolbion, the vision came 
upon me again in all its beauty, only not quite so 
" plump." 
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** Then Wandal cometh in, the Mole's beloved mate. 
So amiable, so fair, so pure, so delicate. 
So plump, so full, so fresh, her eyes so wondrous clear ; 
And first unto her lord at Wandsworth doth appear, 
That in the goodly court of their great sovereign Thames^ 
There might no other speech be had amongst the streams 
But only of this nymph, sweet Wandal, what she wore, 
Of her complexion, grace, and how herself she bore." 

Polyolb,^ Song 17. 

At Wimbledon, when a child, I was taken to see 
Home Tooke, who patted me on the head, and gave 
me a very different benediction from the bishop. In 
a wood near the same place I saw, many years after- 
wards, one of the most successful of ministers, who 
seemed one of the most miserable of men. I have 
pitied him ever since. 

At Putney Gibbon was born, and at Battersea lived 
Bolingbroke. A pretty infidel neighborhood! I 
think I see Bolingbroke and Swift sitting at the open 
window over the Thames, waiting for Arbuthnot and 
Gay to come from London, and Pope from Twicken- 
ham. Bolingbroke is lounging, with an end of his 
peruke over his shoulder. Swift is fidgeting with 
the girdle of his cassock, or cutting his nails to the 
quick with a penknife. All the banks of the Thames 
upwards are classic ground. At Richmond, in that 
lazy undress of a fat body, called Thomson, lived one 
of the freest, most cordial, and most unexclusive of 
poetical spirits, the most un-Scotch of Scotchmen. 
He was seen eating peaches off a" tree with his hands 
in his waistcoat pockets ; which is what he ought to 
have done. Out of his enjoyments have come ours. 
Garrick must not be passed by at Hampton, nor old 
Jacob Tonson at Barn Elms, since Congreve and 
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Vanbrugh used to dine with him ; * nor Horace 
Walpole, with his toy-shop and his two-penny no- 
tions, at Strawberry Hill. He would have been a 
man, if he had not been a lord. But Twickenham 
and Pope ! What a burst of beauty and wit is there I 

** What lady's that, to whom he gently bends? 

Who knows not her ? Ah, those are Wortlcy's eyes. 
The sweet-tongued Murray near her side attends ; 

Now to my heart the glance of Howard flies ; 
Now Harvey, feir of face, I mark full well. 
With thee, youth's youngest daughter, sweet Lepell. 

** I see two lovely sisters hand in hand, 

The £ur-haired Martha, and Teresa brown; 
Madge Bellenden, the tallest of the land, 

And smiling Mary, fair and soft as down. 
Yonder I see the cheerful duchess stand 

For friendship, zeal, and blithesome humors known : 
Whence that loud shout in such a hearty strain ? 
Why, all the Hamiltons are in her train." — Gay. 

We fancy Pope always reading or writing ; at in- 
tervals entertaining Bolingbroke, Swift, or ArbuthnotJ 
or all three ; or undergoing his pleasing provocations 
betwixt the humors of 

'• The fair-haired Martha, and Teresa brown." 



• See a pleasant parody by Rowe, on the Dialogue between Horace and 
Lydia. The speakers are Tonson and Congreve. Tonson sajrs, — 

'* I'm in with Captain Vanbrugh at the present, 
A most sweet-natured gentleman, and pleasant ; 
He writes your comedies^ draws schemes and models, 
And builds duke's houses upon very odd hills." 

Yet. he ends with sayin& that he would give up even Vanbrugh to be reconciled 
with Congreve, and would set up a bed for him in his dining-room at Bow Street 
if he would come and see him. Jacob cuts a better figure here than when he in- 
serted bad money among his payments to poor Dryden for his VirgiL — See the 
letters at the end of Walter Scott's edition of Dryden. 



Further up, at Chertsey, died good-hearted and 
fine-headed Cowley, — Pope saySi of a fever, which 
he caught in consequence of having heeii drinldng 
too freely, and lying out all night in the fields, with 
Dean Sprat, The story is in Spence*s Anecdotes^ 
but was omitted hy Johnson, less out of tenderness^ 
I dare say, to the Tory poet, than t<j the Tory bishop, 
whom he was anxions to exalt. Pope added, that 
" the parish still talked of the drunken Ueanp 

Brentford, as Sir PIngh Evans would have said, 
**hath strange reputations." It was celebrated in the 
wars of the King aud Parliament, The ^* two kings" 
of it are renowned in the RehearsaL A poet, who 
lived at Richmond, records it as " a town of mud ; ** * 
and a king", who lived at Kew, chose it for his pros- 
pect from the other side of the river. At Hammer- 
smith Richardson had a country box* He used to 
bring unexpected noBcgays from his garden there to 
his printing office in the city, in order to tempt his 
compositors to be early at their work* 

Kensington is eminent for the h envies t pai't of the 
gossipping history of eunrts ; but there are one or two 
literary anecdotes connected with it, which I cannot 
refer to for want of books. There is a poem on the 
Gardens by TickelL I believe Kent first displayed 
his genius in improving them. There was once some 
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* Dutle of indoknee^ the Ust j^trnznt. 



**Ev'ii so^ lb rough Brentford's tuwn^ d lowti of mud, 
An ticrd of brislJsr Kwine i$ priclc'd alaog," &c 

" Brentford^ s tediDUs town, 
For dirty stnets aud white-legged chickens kDow,it/* 
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inconvenience, perhaps, in walking in them at late 
hours ; but all the rest of the time it was as it should 
be. Now, for " satyrs and sylvan boys," they have 
beadles, who take care that you cultivate nature with 
propriety, and remind you at every turn of the Board 
of Green Cloth. Who can dine on the grass with 
beadles looking at them ? Eating their veal pie under 
favor, and merry by authority? 

At Holland House, still in becoming hands, lived, 
loved, and died Addison ; none of them very happily, 
though much is said about the death. I do not use 
the word " happy " in a physical sense, but as a ques- 
tion of good taste. Christians can die well undoubt-. 
edly : so can good people of all religions ; especially 
if their blood is in a state for reasonable circulation, 
and they are not haunted with fears for others. I do 
not know how Steele died. Very pleasantly, I dare 
say, if he had his wits about him ; for Young said, 
that " in his worst state of health, he seemed to desire 
nothing but to please and be pleased." But at all 
events, his last years are preferable to those of Addi- 
son, even though he had given up his property to his 
creditors and retired into Wales. He used to amuse 
himself there with sitting out of doors in a chair, and 
giving prizes to be contended for by the village dam- 
sels. His more prudent friend, who put executions 
in his house to instruct him (which was about as 
good-natured, as Steele thought it, and about as wise 
as damming up a torrent for a fortnight), flourislied 
and faded in his grand house under the contempt of 
his wedded countess, and resorted to consolations, 
which, in such a man, and such a man only, provoke 
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one to forget the charity which he lost sight of. It is 
a traditjon, I believe h^ in Holland House, that Addison 
used somelimcs to compose while pacing up and 
down a long room that had a window at each endi 
nnd in each window a bottle. What the bottle con- 
tLiinedt more or less, stronger or weaker, is matter of 
speculation. If he thought of poor Steele, I beg his 
pnrdon j but why did he not say something about it? 
Addison's tavern habits were too much for Pope, who 
Was obliged to leave otT sitting upwitli him. Dennis, 
according to S pence's Anecdotes^ sai^l, that Dry den 
**" for the last ten years of his life was much acquainted 
with Addison, and drank with him more than be ever 
used to do ; probably so far as to hasten his end.** 
Addison was then a young man. This was beginning 
betimes for the great moralist of the circles- When 
the story of his death-bed is told, it should be added 
(and doubtless would obtain equal adniiration) that, 
a fortnight before, he sent for Gay, and told him with 
mnch penitence, tliat be had ■■*■ injured Jiira greatly," 
but would make it up to him, if he lived. What the 
injury was^ does not appear* *' Better late thim nev* 
cr ; *' but did he husband this good thing all the while 
he was writing the Spectator, and the charming Satur- 
day articles? The lecture which he wrote to the lady 
who made love to him, and which somehow or other 
transpired^ is of a piece wHth the rest* Little did 
Calista know of him, Addison had wit at will, a 
delightful style, little things of all sorts in profusion, 
especially when he was in his cups i but he wanted 
greatnesaof every kind. His virtue, even in its liuna- 
blest naotnent, was but a species of good breedings 
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equally useful to him, he thought, in and out of the 
presence ; a mixture of prudence, egotism, and sub- 
mission. He was perplexed neither by his sympa- 
thies nor his wisdom (at least he has not suffered any 
such misgivings in the long room to transpire) ; and 
he went to heaven, as he would have gone to court, 
dressed in his most becoming graces d la tnode^ and 
preparing himself for a good reception, if not by the 
consciousness of his rank, by the smiling zeal of his 
deference, and the politeness of his security. 

In the burying-ground between Bayswater and 
Oxford Street lies " poor Yorick." 

Paddington, " base, common, and popular" as it 
may now seem, is a very old village, that once had an 
abbey with a flourishing abbot, famous for his pomp 
and hospitality. One side of the road still belongs to 
the church. I have had many reasons for loving it, 
man and boy: — but here begins the ground of my 
affections, continuing through mead and green lane 
till it reaches beyond Hampstead. In the church- 
yard, by the green, with the fine trees on it, lie two 
of the most irritable spirits that ever divcseminated lib- 
eral opinion, — Curran and Dr. Geddes. The tomb 
of Geddes has an epitaph upon it worth a Christian's 
going to see. In front of one of the houses between 
Paddington and Oxford Street, is an almond tree ; 
not " on top of green Pelinis," but " all alone " never- 
theless, and in its due season 

" With blossoms brave bedecked daintily." 

Proprietor of that house and tree, and occupier of 
the house next door, was an old lady, whom I recol- 
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lect, or think I recollect, in my childhoocit as a sort 
of perpehial ihfn-visngedold giil* In vum she walked 
out with a lap-dog, a hood, and an umbrella that was 
» a walking-stick. Her lap-dog, a jealous cur, was 
fie only unpleasant thing about her. Her merry 
voice ^^ piped ys though it should never grow old/* 
And yet, whether I know lier best from my -own ex- 
perience, or those of my brothers, I forget. At ail 
events, her image appears as vivid to me as if I saw it 
carved at the top of her stick. She was the terror 
iind delight of all children ; alternately fiightening 
them to death with goblin tricks, and putting them in 
Paradise with indescribable dumplings* What a dif- 
ference between her and another old lady whom I 
knew* who lived in a great house by Paddington 
Churchy and was herself frightened to death, and 
worse, by Calvinism 1 She was one of the kindest 
women in the world ; but she *' lived well,** and did 
not move about like the other, which would have 
kept her blood from stagnating in that infernal lake* 
1 know not to which of the houses it was-^ but I think 
to the smaller one that belonged those divine green 
rails, which used to dance before me by anticipation 
all the way from home, like a fairy prospect, There 
are no such rails now, as the old gentleman in Gil 
Bias said of the iieaches. And yet I have a pleasure 
tri seeing imiiations of them too, especially in a poor 
suburb, 

I know not which is the pleusantcr way to llamfv 
stead, the one up Xilburn Lane through Wcbt End, or 
the one over the beautiful meadows that ascend to the 
cbui'cb. Upon the whok, however, I am for theL 
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latter, and you generally go that way ; so here is a 
vade-mecum to read again^ as you take your journey ; 
for that you must read it in the fields, and in those • 
identical fields, is certain. If you are obliged to read 
it aloud, I shall not quarrel ; nor even if you are all 
happy in hearing it ; since I shall only gnash my teeth 
with impatience, when I receive the news, which is 
what I am inclined to do every week when I think of 
every friend I have ; so it does not much signify. Out 
of forty thousand impatiences comes patience. I am 
'' used to it," like the eels. B. shall write me an ac- 
count of it, and put me at my worst ; when I shall, 
of course, grow better. 

Kilburn (the Kele or Cold Bourne) had its ab- 
bey, as well as Paddington. It is said to have stood 
on that pretty green slope on the right hand, as you 
enter the village from London. The Bourne runs 
at the foot of it, and forms afterwards the sheet of 
water facetiously called the Serpentine River. Out 
of the left side of Kilburn runs a lane to a little 
rustic hamlet called Wilsdon, one of the most se- 
cluded spots about London, and celebrated in the 
Literary Pocket Book with a due and united gusto of 
alehouse and pastoral. I dined there one time in 
company with an elegant living poet, whose fancy 
retreated from the " cakes and ale " into a contem- 
plation of the white-curtained room up stairs, which 
he thought very amiable. White-curtained rooms are 
amiable. There are no such little draperied simplici- 
ties here, with woodbine and diamond windows \ 
though there are heads of hair that would look well, 
looking out. Another time I had a delightful dinner 
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with W* C, in a room hung with Hoiibrackcn's en- 

gravitigs of the poets. There w;is a ^*- nfece" to waft 
on us (may nobody make her look less happy and 
pretty than she did then !), and a considerable appe* 
tite on both sides* C acknowledged it was ^^ the sort 
of thwg.'' 

The lane leading on the right hand up to Hamp- 
stead winds pleasantly through thick hedges and fcr- 
lile fields, and opens at West End upon a beautiful 
view of Hampstead and the Clnirch. From the re- 
tirement of West End, fate once pitched me into a 
very different sort of scchiaion in Horse mong'er Lane 
(think of the name !), as if I had been no better than 
a quoit* It was a quoitj however, thut had shattered 
iomc very hyacinthlne locks. 

Wc have now entered Hampstead, the region of 
all suburban ruralities, of paths leading upward and 
downward, of groves, of prospects, of meadows and 
woodjof re mote-look hig lanes, of a remnant of wild 
aniuie, of classical recollections. When I returned 
from the very different bine just mentioned, I hastened 
to re-occupy a bench diat stood in a deliglitful slope, 
and overlooked West End. I found it pushed away 
by the fantastic Iiouse that now stands there, mystify- 
ing the fields, and mocking antiquity* C, L, could not 
have been more startled when he saw the chimney- 
sweeper reclimng in Richmond meadows. Had the 
chimney-sweeper found the wonderful lamp he might 
have raised just such a structure, 

** With twenty ajurdett of £Oud tsste upija il^ 
To pukh us ff »m our ^iooIsk" 
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Near this alarming fact (not the tenement next to it, 
but the first one 'on the right hand as you look up the 
lane) is a white house, in which Dr. Johnson took 
lodgings for his wife, crossing the fields to come to 
her of an evening. The road leads straight on from' 
here to the heath. Let me leave the church on my 
right, with my usual reverence and silence. Every 
spot from this place is sacred to me for some recol- 
lection. Good God, how clearly I see everything! 
how vividly every corner turns upon me, with its 
trees, its gateways, or its mounds ! On the right, in 
the first floor of a cottage, lived the last of the Mul- 
sos, — at least, so I fancy her, for she was a maiden 
lady, and ought to have been the last, if she was not. 
(Not that I have any objection to the Mulsos, but 
Richardson and a continuation of the species some- 
how do not agree ; though Pamela thought other- 
wise.) On the left I stood with dear S. and M. S., 
drawing ideal pictures of housekeeping. On the right 
again I kissed somebody that shall be nameless. Here 
I read ; there I wrote something ; there I used to 
turn down on horseback ; and there I was thrown 
from my horse, to the great displeasure of a lady's 
maid, who, upon my assuring her I was not hurt, 
was angry that I had made her so nervous. Let me 
rest a while in the grove overlooking the heath, and 
fancy I am reading my Spenser. — I'll get up and 
cross to North End. x\t North End, across the heath, 
under the wing of his friend Dyson, lived Akenside. 
He calls tlie slope leading into the Hendon Road, 
Goulder's Hill; and altogether made as much of his 
suburb as the greatest cockney of us all. Milton could 
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not have said more for his *^ noble euburban spot,-* or 
for the boarding-school giils wliom he used to deify* 
** Hampstead^s aii-y summit** anybody may speak of» 
but none but a lover couid have talked of *^ climbing " 
its ** steep aerfal way" especially on the north. He 
was then, however, weak and sick, ^ — sick, too, in the 
lungs ; though so fond was he of the place* tliat evea 
ihe north wind did not come amtss to him* See his 
Odes: where, amidst a great deal of what is pros^- 
ical, and nothing- that is lyrical ^ the real poet occa- 
sionally looks tbrth* 



*^Tby Yerdant scenes* O Goulder^s Hill, 

Once more I seek, a kngiiid gueat i 

WUh throbbEGig temples and with burdenfsd breast, 

Onee mofe I dimb thy st^p ^en^l way* 

O fakhfuJ care of oJt-rettirniing ill I 

Nttw call thy sprightly breezes round, 

Disso'vf; ihi* rigid cough prolbwndj 
A{]tl bid llicspHiigs of life witij g ei>tler movemeDl pky^ 

'* How gladly, ^mtd the dfiws nf dawn^ 

My wesiry luuga thy healing gale, 

The tsAlmy wesi, or the fresh north, inhale! 

How gladly^ ^hile my musiEig footsteps tdtc 

Round the cool orchard ot I lie sunny lawD, 

Awaked I slop, and /^JpJ* t^Jiud 

Wkai shrub perfttmtji ike phasant ti^ittd^ 
Or what wild poogster charms the Dryads of the grore." 

AU this reminds me, but too painfully^ of another 
and greater poet, a lover of Hampstead, of whom 
more presently* North End, seen from the heath 
above it on the south-east, presents one of the prettiest 
village pictures I am acquainted with,^ — tixes^ gar* 
tlenSj and smoking cottages, with a mansion here 
and there. The road that runs over the healh be- 
tween thia and the Vale of Health is a renmanl of 
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the old Roman Road or Watling Street, and is praised 
by Camden for the beauty of its prospects. You can 
see from it to Windsor, and the borders of Bucking- 
hamshire. The clumps of pines before the place 
where Lord Erskine lived, are of Italian origin, hav- 
ing been, in fact (as I understand), brought from 
Italy by the person who built the mansion that looks 
down them. Ne,arly opposite, on the other side of 
the road, are nine elms, under which it is recorded 
that Pope and Lord Mansfield used to sit 'It must 
not be omitted, to the eternal honor of Mr. Coxe, 
poet and auctioneer, and also of Lord Mansfield's 
eminent successor, that the noble lord having an in- 
tention of cutting down these nine elms, Mr. Coxe 
made a becoming petition in the name of the Nine 
Muses, which it was impossible for an Erskine to 
resist. So the elms are where they used to be, with, 
I hope, a better seat under them. At Caen Wood, 
the fine seat of the Mansfields, there is a portrait of 
Betterton the player, which is said to be from the 
hand of Pope. On the right of the Highgate Road, 
pleasant meadows lead over to pleasant places, — 
Hendon and Finchley ; on the left a lane turns off to 
Highgate and Kentish Town, justly christened Poet's 
Lane, both on account of its rural beauty and the 
walks here enjoyed by Mr. Coleridge, Mr. Keats, and 
others. There is a beautiful cottage and farm in it 
(only the cottage is too near the lodge) that belonged 
to Lord Southampton. The path over the fields to 
Highgate, or back again to the Vale of Health or the 
Heath, is quite lovely. Who knows it better than 
yourself? But you like me to repeat it. It was from 
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a house on the eastern part of the heath that Keats 
took his departure to Italy. Melancholy as it was, 
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and cheerfbU it was not the most melancholy circum- 
stance iinrler which T saw him there. I could not 
hinder him one d^y from, going to visit the house, in 
which, though be was himself ill and weak, he at- 
tended with such exemplary affection his younger 
brother that died- Dead almost himself by that time, 
the circumstance shook hi m beyond %vhat he expected* 
The house was in Well Walk, You know the grove 
of elms there. It was in that grove, on the bench 
next the heath, that he suddenly turned upon me, his 
eyes swimming with tears, and told me he was *' dy- 
ing of a broken heart/' He must have been wonder- 
fully excited to make such a confession ; for his spirit 
iivas lofty to a degree of pride. Some private circum- 

|<mtaoces pressed on htm at the time ; and to these he 
added the melancholy consciousness, that his feeble 

^ state of health made him sensible of some public an- 
noyances, which no man would sooner otherwise have 
despised, I lis heart was afterwards soothed where 
he wished it to be ; and when he took his departure 
for Italy he had hope, or he w^ould hardly have ^one. 
Even I had hope* — My weaker eyes are obliged to 

I break off. He lies under the walls of Rome, not far 
from the remains of one, who so soon and so abruptly 
joined him. Finer hearts, or more astonishing tacul- 
tles» never were broken up tlian in those two* To 
praise any inan*s heart by the side of SheUey's, is 
alone an extraordinary panegyric* 

Yoi* know vvhiit I must think of Hampstead* when 
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the memories of two such men come in aid of all that 
endeared me to it before. Its beauty and its classical 
associations are enough to render it interesting to 
everybody ; but love and friendship of all sorts have 
also hallowed it to me. It pleases me to think, that 
kindred hearts with these have delighted in the place 
before. A little after you enter the town from Lon- 
don is a mansion which belonged to Sir Henry 
Vane, — the most exalted and extraordinary intellect, 
except Milton, of an age of great men ; and one, 
perhaps, who saw still farther than Milton into the 
capabilities of society, in spite of the puritanical cloud 
in which he wrapped up his Platonism. Here also 
Day, the manly-spirited author of Sandford and Mer- 
ton, brought his new-married wife, who talked and 
walked with him to his heart's content; and in the 
long room in Well Walk, now the chapel, but then 
the pump-room for the mineral waters, used to be seen 
one of the most amiable of men of wit, Arbuthnot, 
who came there to get the health which he distributed 
to thousands. I was going to say the most amiable 
of physicians, but I recollected Garth. Garth was 
often at Hampstead, if he never lived there, for he 
used to come to join the Kit-Kat Club at their sum- 
mer* dinners. He lies buried at Harrow, purely to 
oblige one's prospect. The club met at the last 
house on the hill, before you turn down into the 
Vale of Health. It is now a private residence ; — 
a long low house, with trees before it. I write this 
for your fellow-readers. There is a series of his- 
tories belonging to this house. In the first place, 
it was the scene of the summer meetings of the 
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Oub aforesaid, conslstinic of Steele^ Addison, Con^ 
greve, Garth, Vaiibrugh, and other wits nnd great 
Whigs. When Steele was hiding from his duns in 
a cottage on Haverstock Flill (which is still re>- 
maining), they used to call for hini by the way. 
After thiSj Rjchardsson made it the scene of one 
of Clarissa's flights: on which account a French- 
man is said to have made a pilgrimage on pur- 
pose to see it. It was hitherto an inn, known by 
the name of the Upper Flask, Being afterwards 
CO averted hi to a private dwell ing-house» it became 
the residence of George Steevens, the corn men tator 
on Shakespeare, who used to walk to London every 
morning at daybreak to correct the press. But 
another anecdote remains, not the least in interesL 
I will repeat it for the benefit of the readers above 
mentioned. Some years ago, w^hen the house was 
occupied by a person whose name I forget (and I 
should suppress it in common humanity if I did not), 
I was returning home to my own, which was at no 
great distance from it, after t!ie opera. As I ap- 
proacbed my door, I beard strange and alarming 
Bbrieks mixed with the voice of a man. The next day 
It was reported by the gossips that Mr« Shelley, no 
Christian (for it w^as he who was there), had brought 
some ** very strange female " in the house, no better, 
of course, than she ought to be, — the consequences 
of which, of course, were no other than what £/iey 
ought to be, and what decent iningi nations might 
guess. Alas, their decent imaginations would ntrver 
have got at the truth, had Ihcy carved it and Chris* 
tjaned it till doomsday. The real Christiati had 
16 
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puzzled them. Mr. Shelley, in coming to our house 
that night, had found a woman lying near the top of 
the hill in fits. It was a fierce winter night, with 
snow upon the ground ; and winter loses nothing of 
its fierceness at Hampstead. My friend, always the 
promptest as well as the most pitying on these occa- 
sions, knocked at the first houses he could reach, in 
order to have the woman taken in. The invariable 
answer was that they could not do it. He asked for 
an outhouse to put her in while he went for a doctor. 
Impossible. In vain he assured them she was no 
impostor, — an assurance he was well able to give, 
having studied something of medicine, and et^en 
walked the hospitals^ that he might be useful in this 
way. They would not dispute the point with him; 
but doors were closed, and windows were shiit down. 
Had he lit upon worthy Mr. Park, the philologist, 
he would assuredly have come, in spite of his Calvin- 
ism. But he lived too far off. Had he lit upon you, 
dear B — n, or your neighbor, D — e, you would, 
either of you, have jumped up from amidst your books 
or your bed-clothes, and have gone out with him. 
But the paucity of Christians is astonishing, consid- 
ering the number of them. Time flies ; the poor 
woman is in convulsions ; her son, a young man, la- 
menting over her. At last my friend sees a carriage 
driving up to a house at a little distance. The knock 
is given ; the warm door opens ; servants and lights 
pour forth. Now, thought he, is the time. He puts 
on his best address, which anybody might recognize 
for that of the highest gentleman as well as an inter- 
esting individual, and plants himself in the way of 
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an elderly person who is stepping out of the carriage 
with his family* He tells his story. They only press 
on the fasten "Will you go and see her?" '* No 
sir, liiere is no necessity for that sort of things depend 
on it; — impostors swarm everywhere: — the thing 
cannot be done: — sir^ your conduct is extraordi- 
nary*** " Sir,'* cried Mr* Shelley iit last, assuming a 
very different appearance, and forcing the flourishing 
householder to stop out of astonishment, ''lam sorry 
to say that your conduct is not extraordinary : and 
if my own seems to amaze you, I will tell you some- 
thing that may amaze you a little more, and I hope 
will frig'hten you. It is such men as you who madden 
the spirits and the patience of thi^ poor and wretclied ; 
and if ever a convulsion comes in this country (which 
is %'ery probable) recollect what I tell you ; — you 
will ha%'e your house, which you- refuse to put this 
miserable woman into, burnt over your head," *^ God 
bless me, sir \ Dear me, sir ! ** exclaimed the fright- 
ened wretch, and fluttered into his mansion* The 
woman was then brought to our house ^ w hich was at 
some distance, and down a bleak path ; and Mr» S* 
and her son were obliged to hold her till the doctor 
coukl arrive* It appeared that she had been attend- 
ing this son in LondoUi on a criminal charge made 
agninst him, the agitation of which had thrown her 
into the fits on tlieir return* The doctor said that 
she would inevitably have perished had she lain there 
only a short time longer. The next day my friend 
sent mother and son comfortably home to Hendon, 
where they were well known, and whence they re- 
turned him thanks full of gratitude. Now go, ye 
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Pharisees of all sorts, and try if ye can still open 
your hearts and your doors, like the good Samaritan. 
This man was himself, too, brought up in a splendid 
mansion, and might have revelled and rioted in all 
worldly goods. Yet this was one of the most ordi- 
nary of his actions. 

Dear N., I know I cannot delight you more than 
by repeating the praises of another friend : — so richly 
in this respect has heaven compensated me, for a 
thousand evils, in things of which even death cannot 
deprive me. 

P. S. — Among other suburban dwellers about 
London, I have omitted to mention in the course of 
this article, that Sir Thomas More lived at Chelsea ; 
that Thomas Moore hummed a short time at Horn- 
sey ; and that Coleridge resides at Highgate, a ^^ stroll- 
er with a book." 1823. 



DR. JOHNSON, THE DEVIL, AND MR. 
COBBETT. 

u 'nr^HE office of the Register, and my shop, are now 
I at No. 1 1 Bolt Court, Fleet Street. It is curious 
that I am now in the very house in which Old 
Dread-Devil, Dr. Johnson, lived and wrote so many 
years ! I have been a long while wanting to get it, 
on account of the cleanness, neatness, and stillness of 
the court, and the nearness of the house to the print- 
ing-office ; but until three days ago, I was not at all 
aware, that the melancholy moralist ever lived in it* 
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There is a neat cofT^e-hoiise in the. court, called * Tike 
Dr* Johnson;' and though I cannot forgive the doc- 
tor for having given, in his own person, an example 
to ilhjstrate the Jefinition in his dictionary, where, 
against the word * Pensioner/ he puts a slave uf 
state; though I cannot forgive him for this, to see, as 
I do, from my window, his name put over a cotiee- 
room, with a view to attract custom to it, is very i 
pleasing: his name, thus used, is a mark of respect 
for his gre^it mental endowments and vast literary la- 
bors, while his statue in St. Paul's is only a memorial 
of bis having been a slave oj' state^^ — Cob&etfs 
Megisier. 

We like these self-references of Mr, Cobbett, when 
his humanities are upou bim, and he has a good word 
to say for another* A piece of sympathy, from him, 
is the more pleasant, inasmuch as he seems to think 
it to be his duty to be full of antipathies (" a good 
hater,'' as Johnson called it), and to push them to the 
utmost. We think he might relent a little during this 
fine, promising weather in the political world, and give 
us a few more of his ''^ primroses " and pleasant an- 
ecdotes. 

Dr. Johnson was one of the last of otir great men, 
who had reason, throughout life, to curse the super- 
stition inilicted upon him in childhood. His mother, ' 
poor woman, when he was just able to learn what 
fche meant, was so eager to impress upon him the doc- 
trine of eternal punishment, that she not only made 
him get out of his bed on purpose to infix it the more 
on his recollection, but called up the servants to aid 
the calamity. Mr. Cobbett, therefore, has too much 
reason to call him '' Dread-Devil ; *' but our politician, 
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in proceeding to -say something to his advantage, 
might have added another good word for the " mel- 
ancholy morah'st," since it was into his house, in this 
very Bolt Court, if we mistake not, that the doctor, 
who was a kind-hearted man, notwithstanding the 
asperities of his temperament, acted the very unusual 
Christian part, like a proper Samaritan, of bringing 
a poor girl on his shoulders, whom he found destitute 
in the streets, putting her into his own bed, making 
her well, and sending her home to her relations. 

In Bolt Court, Johnson wrote the Lives of the Poets. 
He lived there from the year 1776 till he died. He 
had a garden to the house (Mr. Cobbett, who is hor- 
ticultural, should revive it), with stone seats at the 
door. Boswell describes a conversation he had with 
him one day, when each took a seat in the open air, 
and the doctor was " in a placid frame of mind, and 
talked away easily." 1830. 



COFFEE-HOUSES AND SMOKING. 

SMOKING has had its vicissitudes, as well as 
other fashions. In Elizabeth's day, when it first 
came up, it was a high accomplishment : James (who 
liked it none the better for its being of Raleigh's in- 
vention) indignantly refused it the light of his counte- 
nance : in Charles's time it was dashed out by the 
cannon ; lips had no leisure for it under Charles the 
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Second : the clubhand the Dutch brought it back again 
with King' William: it prevailed more or less during 
the reign of the first two Georges ; grew thfn, and 
died away under George the Third ; and has lately 
retippeared, with a flourish of Turkish pipes, 
through the milder medium of the cigar, under the 
auspices of his successor* 

The last smoker I recollect among those of the 
school, was a clergyman. lie had seen the best so 
ciety, and was a man of the most polished behavior. 
This did not hinder him from taking his pipe every 
evening before he went to bed. He sat in his arm* 
chair, liisback gently bending, his knees a little apart, 
his eyes placidly inclined towards the fire; and de- 
lightedt in the intervals of pufl', to recount anecdotes 
of the Marquis of Rockingham and '* my Lord 
North.** The end of his recreation was announced to 
those who had gone to bed, by the tripping of the* 
bowl of his pipe upon the hob, for the purpose of 
emptying it of its ashes,* Ashes to ashes ; head to 
bed. It is a pity that the long day of life cnnnot al- 
ways terminate as pleasantly- Bacon said that the 
art of making death-beda easy was among the desid- 
eraim of kno vv le dge * Pe rh a ps , fo r t he m o st pa rt , th ey 
are e^isier than the great chancellor imagined ; butj 



• Tfris lover of •* Ihe prreal plant " vni* LrHgh Hiint^A Githeri wh(\ aa a smoker^ 
is itiiii (i:«H:nbrdi in The Autobjngrapby of Leigh Hum: '* He was one of 
lb«eentry whci rt^Uiiicd the old t>ieihioD of stntilda^. He indulged in tt ttvtry 
piglit before he w&iit to bed, which he did at an eArly hour : aud it waa pleaEant 
'X U\m iit„ iii lir§ tranquil atid gsuihmxa\y miinncT^ ;iud tehte anecdotes of 
' Lard North,' nnd the RockiDghaoi adraiiiistraticinr intert^persed with thoi# 
Blltii piiA and urbane rfr&umpiioqi of (be pipe." — Eoi 
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no doubt, the most conscientious ones might often be 
bettered. A virtuous man shall not always take his 
departure as comfortably as a sinner with a livelier 
state of diaphragm. Frenchmen have died, sitting in 
their chairs, full-dressed and powdered. I have a 
better taste in mortality than that ; but I think I could 
drop off with a decent compromise between thought 
and forgetfulness, sitting with my pipe by a fireside, 
in an old elbow-chair. 

I delight to think of the times when smoking was 
an ornament of literature, a refreshment and repose 
to the studious head ; when Hobbes meditated, and 
Cowley built his castles in those warmer clouds, and 
Dr. Aldrich his quadrangles. In smoking, you may 
think or not think, as you please. If the mind is ac- 
tively employed, the pipe keeps it in a state of satis- 
faction, supplies it with a side luxury, a soft ground 
to work upon. If you wish to be idle, the successive 
puffs take the place of thinking. There is a negative 
activity in it, that fills up the place of real. Intruding 
notions are met with a puff in their teeth, and puffed 
into nothing. Studious men are subject to a working 
and fermenting of thought, when their meditations 
would fain be over : they cannot always cease meditat- 
ing. Bacon was accustomed to take a draught of March 
beer towards bedtime, to settle this aestuary of his 
mind. I wonder he did not take a pipe, as a gentler 
carrier off of that uneasiness. Being a link between 
thought and no thought, one would imagine it would 
have been a more advisable compromise with his state 
of excitement than the dashing of one stream upon 
another in that violent manner, and forcing his nerves 




to behave themselves/' There are delicate heads^r I 
aware, that cannot bear even a ci^ar* Smokfn«j, 

any sort, makes too SLKkJan an appeal to the con- 
nection between their sensitive nerves and the stom- 
ach ; produces what the doctor*s call prcdigestron, and 
is rebuked with a punishment of the wenker part, to 
wit, the brain. Bacon's mfght have been swch in his 
old age, after all the ser\^ice it hud seen ; but I won- 
der, on that account^ that he resorted to ttie jolly and 
fox-hunting succedaneum of beer. A walk would 
have been better. "* After study walk a mile/' The 
object is to restore the blood gradually to motion, ar- 
rested ns It has been with many thoughts, and con- 
fnsed when they Jet it go. Now a pipe is a more 
gradual restorative than a draught. As it is a shad- 
owing off between thinking and no thinking, so it is a 
preparer for sleep, and a reconciler with want of 
company. 

But the genius of smoking, being truly phHosophl- 
cal, has its love of society too: and then it resorts to 
a cup. Among Mr, Stothard's agreeable designs 
for the Spectator, there is one of the club over a table, 
with iheir pipes and their wine. Captain Sentry fs 
going to light his pipe at the candle ; Sir Roger it J 
sitting with his knees apart, J ike the old gentleman 
have been describhig, in the act of preparing his, — 
perhaps thinking what a pretty tobacco-stopper the 
widow's finger would have made. One longs to be 
among them. As I never puss Covent Garden (and 
I pass it very often) without thinking of all ihe old 



coflee»honses and the wiis^ so I can 



fleet* 



never 
without impatience, that there are no tuch meetioi 
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nowadays, and no coffee-room that looks as if it 
would suit them. People confine themselves too 
much to their pews and boxes. In former times 
there was a more humane openness of intercourse. 
Different parties had indeed their respective places 
of resort ; a natural consequence of politics, perhaps 
of letters; but this prevented ungraceful quarrels. 
Hostility might get in, but was obliged to behave itself; 
Diyden, who was the object of attack to an increasing 
horde of scribblers, was never insulted in his coffee- 
house. Even the bravos of Lord Rochester, or who- 
ever it was that had him waylaid in Rose Alley, did 
not venture to disturb the peace of his symposium. 
The room in which he sat is described as open to all 
comers, and he occupied a prominent part in it. In 
winter a place was sacred for him at the fireside. 

I confess, if I were a wit, I would rather have a 
room to myself and friends. I should like to be pub- 
lic only in my books. But this is a taste origina- 
ting in the times. Dryden was a modest man in his 
intercourse ; and was never charged, I believe, 
among all the accusations of vanity brought against 
him, of being the vainer for frequenting a coffee- 
room. Being a lover of wits, I should like to see 
the times alter in this respect, and the great men 
of all parties become visible. But where could they 
be so? Where could the pleasant fellows among 
our existing Whigs and Tories take up one of their 
respective tabernacles, and make a religion of our 
going to hear them, and aspiring to a pinch out of 
their snuff-boxes? I was thinking of this, as I 
passed through Covent Garden the other evening. 



ESSAYS AND SKETCHES. 



tst 



Above allf said I, where could we have the whole 
warmth of the intercourse revived, the Spectator's 
tobacco- pipe and all, especially when it is no longer ' 
the fashion to drink wine? It would take a great 
deal to fetch Englishmen again out of their boxes. 
They do not allow smoking in the best coffee-houses j 
and where they do, so many other things are allowed, 
that no gentleman would remain. Where shall 1 
place my imaginary coterie, and fancy myself listen- 
ing to the Drydens and Addisoiis of the day? It 
is the fashion now for your wilder wnters in mag- 
azines to patronize^ or pretend to patronlzei some 
house of call, or %^ociferation, the mediocrity of which 
shall give them an air of vigor and defiance in the 
patronage, and prove them men of originality. There 
is something pleasant in this where it is not an af- 
fectation of superiority to prejudice, arising out of an 
absolute sense to the contrary, and betraying itself 
by n tone of bullying* But real or not, and with 
all my regard for those honest houses, %vhere the 
only sophisticate thing is the presence of some of 
their panegyrists, they will not do for the purpose 
before ua* Due is my consideration for the I?o^ and 
the ComMaie: pungent my sense of the Ckeskire 
C/ieese : the I/ais in ike Wall has a snug appella* 
tion i and as for Dolly's Beef- Steak Nouse^ great 
would be my ingratitude, did I forget its hot pewter- 
pi ate » new bread, floury potatoes, foaming pot of 
porter, and perfect beefsteak. The man that cannot 
enjoy a beefsteak there, can enjoy a stomach no- 
where* But it is not what I was seeking the other 
Qjght. Neither is the Huinmums, nor the Bedford, 
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nor the Piazza, nor the Southampton, nor the 
Salopian.* 

During these meditations, I approach my friend 
Gliddon's snuff and tobacco-shop, in King Street. 
Ay, here, said I, is wherewithal to fill the boxes of the 
Steeles and Congreves, and the pipes of the Aldriches 
and Sir Roger de Coverleys. But where is the room 
in which we can fancy them? Where is the coffee- 
house to match? Where the union of a certain do- 
mestic comfort with publicity, — journals of literature 
as well as news, — a fire visible to all, — cups with- 
out inebriety, — smoking without vulgarity? On a 
sudden, I find carriages stopping at the door ; I rec- 
ognize an acquaintance of mine, a member of Par- 
liament, who does not easily come out of his way 
to fill a snuf!^box : I hear a gentleman inquiring 
about the coffee-room, and " whether Prince Ester- 
hazy is to be turned away again by a stress of com- 
pany." I enter, and ask my old acquaintance what 
miracle he has been about. He points to a board 
in his shop, and then takes me through a door in 
the wall into the very room that I was looking for. 
It was rather two rooms thrown into one, and with 
a fire in each ; a divan of ample dimensions runs 



• The Salopian Hduse is immortalized in Elia's essay on The Praise of Chim- 
ney-Sweepers. It was at the Southampton tavern that Hazlitt's *' Coffee-House 
Politicians " met to read the papers and discuss the news of the day. The Bed- 
ford Coffee-House was frequented by Colman and Thornton, the lively authors of 
the Connoisseur. "This coffee-house," says Mr. Town, in his survey of 
London, " is every night crowded with men of parts. Almost every one you 
meet is a polite scholar and a wit Jokes and bon mots are echoed from box to 
bot; every branch of literature is critically examined, and the merits of every pro- 
di|«ti0D of the prtt% or porforauuict at the theatre, weighed and dittrmined." — 
CoDnoi9settr, Na t. — £0. 




round it J lamps of ground glass difluse a soft, yet 
sufficing light ; the floor is carpeted ; two cheerful j 
fires offer double facility of approuch, a twofold* 
provocation to poke and be self-possessed ; around 
arc small mahogany tables, with chairs, in addition 
to the divan ; m\d in the mid^^t of all, stands a large 
one, profusely covered with the periodical works of 
the day, newspapers, magazines, and publications 
that come out in numbers* I sit down, and am 
initiated with the hospitahty due to an old friend, 
m all the amenities of the plucei A cigar and an 
excellent cup of coffee are served. ^' But will you 
have as good cofTee at the end of the year ? ** — 
** Can you ask me that question, Mr. Honeycomb* 
— you, who have known me long?" — *' Well, if 
anybody tliat ever kept a shop can do it, it is you i 
and I tell you whatj — if you do, depend upon it^ 
no success %vill be like yours- Good foitune produces 
abuse of it; but the abuse is always as impolitic, 
compared with a genuine poHcy.^ as cunning is in- 
ferior to wisdom p If there were any one shop in 
London, in which the customer for a series of years 
were sure to find one undevjating goodness of arti- 
cle, the phenomenon would attract and retain all 
eyes. And these cigars: the boy tells me they are 
excellent also. Is this true?"^ — '* I can tell 
you one thing they say of them, by which you may 
Judge for yourself; they say they are smuggled/' — 
** O, ho ! '* 

** And tnntch a grace beyond the reach of law/' 



* T\m [taper wat pubJisibed under the signature of Hitry HoneTComt^ 4 pttf 
tended doceudatit of the ^mousi WiU Hcmey^mb of the Spectator. — JEEnt 
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You know how the law picked my pocket once. 
Before that time, I was so tender of conscience, 
that when I was at Hastings I would not pur- 
chase a toy or a pair of gloves that was contra- 
band 7 whereas now — I will not ask you to make 
me certain whether the articles are smuggled or not 
— say no more — rest your insinuating fame on that. 
But a prettier-tasted cigar — a leaf witli a finer tip of 
flavor in it, — pray, how many cigars might a man 
smoke of an evening? I have a great mind to try. 
But I must look at your publications. By the way, 
you have no pipes, I see ; and I observe no bottles. 
Have you neither pipes nor wine? " — " No, we are 
exclusively cigar ; we have coffee, sherbet, lemonade, 
all reasonable Oriental drinks to harmonize with our 
divan, but nothing to disturb the peace of it. Thus 
we secure a certain .domestic elegance in-doors, and 
can prevent drunkards from coming in to get drunker. 
A gentleman may come from his dining or drawing- 
room, and still find himself in a manner at home. 
Besides, a cigar is the mildest as well as most fash- 
ionable form of tobacco-taking ; and as it is no longer 
the mode to drink wine, wine is not sought after." * 



* In the article entitled Of the Sight of Shops, as published in the original 
edition of the Indicator, there is a very graceful and handsome mention of Mr. 
Honeycomb's friend Gliddon.of King Street, formerly of No. 31 Tavistock Street. 

" We presume that snuff-takers delight to solace themselves with a pinch of 
Thirty-seven ; and we accordingly do so in imagination at our friend Gliddon's in 
Tavistock Street, who is a higher kind of Lilly to the Indicator, — our papers lying 
among the piquant snuffs, as those of our illustrious predecessor The Tatler did 
among Mr. Lilly's perfumes at the corner of Beaufort Buildings. Since the 
peace with France, the shops of our tobacconists have become as amusing as 
print-shops ; though not always, it must be confessed, in a style of delicacy be- 
coming their enamoured boxes. At our friend's in Tavistock Street everything u 
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— ** That is all very good for you ; but for me, who 
hiive heen casting' a wistful eye, as 1 came along^ at 
the old liauiils of Sir Roger and his friends, I confess 
it is a drawback on a certain fancy I had, when I first 
came in. However, w^e must consider what Steele 
tmd Addison would have hked had they lived now, 
£ir\d witnessed the effect of the Spectators of other men. 
It h they that have helped to ruin their own pipes and 
wine, and given us a greuter taste for literature and 
domesticity ; and I comfort myself with concluding;, 
tiiat they would have come here, at least after their 
bottle, to take their colfee and look over your papers 
and magazines* There he sits, over the way, — 
Steck', I mean, — the man with the short face; for I 
perceive there is wit at that table. Opposite him is 
Addison, in black, looking something like a mnster 
in chancery* The handsome man, always on the gig- 
gle, must be Rowe ; and the other one, an officer, is 
Colonel Brett* Butwiio is this tall formal personage 
c oin i n g up ? Loo k at h i m ^ — the ve ry ra a n , A mb rose 
Phillips* Who would think that his muse was a lit- 
tle dancer in octosyllables, — a dandier of young 
ladies of quality ? " 

Mine host left me atone to complete my initiation. 
Another cup of coffee was brought me, and five sev- 
eral publications; to wit, a newspaper, a twopenny 
sheet, a number to be continued, a magazine, and a 
review ; for 1 am fond of having too many books at 



inAftA£«i] m d way e^lU^Iy deljcate and cardial i and wliile the leisure]^ tn^n of 
iastc tmys bi» Pat ia or his Indicator, the busier one may learn how to set M|j hi» 

true fteiipBiv tan mUiJi ihe M*ieiE and pkas3ntp*E i;H>i^'1^fci^(Ji»S '* ^he Riidit 
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once. I looked over these, and then, contented with 
the power to read them further, continued giving 
bland puffs to my cigar, and speculating around me. 
The conversations were maintained in very quiet 
and gentlemanly tones: now and then was heard 
the sound of a leaf turning over; sometimes a hem, 
consequential or otherwise ; my own puffs were al- 
ways distinguishable to myself; and at intervals I 
could discern those of others, and hear the social 
crackling of the fire. No noisy altercation here ; no 
sanded floors or cold feet ; no impatient waiting for the 
newspaper ; * while the person in possession keeps 
it the longer because you wait : all is warm, easy, 
quiet, abundant, satisfactory. 

I conclude the principal visitors of the divan to be 
theatre-goers, officers who have learnt to love a cigar 
on serrvice, men of letters, and men of fortune who 
have a taste for letters, and can whirl themselves from 
their own firesides to these. If you are in the city, on 
business, go for a steak to Dolly's ; if midway between 
City and West End, go to the first clean-looking lar- 
der you come to ; if a man of fashion, and you must 
dine in your altitudes, go to the Clarendon ; but after 
any of these, man of fashion or not, go if you can, and 
get your cigar and your cup of coffee at Gliddon*s. 
It is finishing with a grace and a repose. 

By the way, I spent a pretty afternoon the other 
day. It was a complete thing, one thing excepted : 
but — she's at Paris. I dined, I will not say how 



* As at Nando's. " What an eternal time that gentleman in black, at Nan* 
do's, keeps the paper I I am sick of hearing the waiters bawling out incessantly* 
'The Chronicle is in hand, sir.' " — Ella's Detached Thoufhtf < 
jReadiag. ^ Ed. 
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but took only a couple glasses of wine ; which 
will retrieve my character on tliat pointt I then made 
tour of the book-stiills, at Cavt;nt-Garden ; bought 
some comedies and a CaUiHus ; went to the theatre, 
and saw Der Freyschut^ and Charles the Second ; re- 
issued from nmoug the perukes, with a galluiit sense 
about my head and shoolders, as if I carried one my- 
self; went and settled ray faculties over a cup of the 
New Monthly atGIiddon's ; got liome by eleven (fori 
would not go to a party where she was not) ; and foil 
to sleep at the words ** Lulling hope," in a song I am 
wrltingrp iSz6. 



WIT MADE EASY, OR A HINT TO WORD- 
CATCHERS. 



A* Here comes B., the liveliest yet most tiresome 
of word-catchers, I %vonder whetlier he'll have wit 
enough to hear good news of his mistress. Well, B,, 
my dear boy, I hope I see you well. 

^, I hope you do, my dear A*, otherwise you have 
lost your eyesiglit. 

A. G oo d . W el 1 . ho w do you do ? 

^, How? Why, as other people do. You would 
not have me eccentric, would you ? 

A* Nonsense, I mean how do you fmd yourself? 

M, Find myself* Where's the necessity of finding 
myself? I have not been lost, 

A. Incorrigible dog ! Come now^ to be serious. 
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{B. comes closer to A, and looks very serious.) 

A, Well, what now ? 

B, I am come X» be serious. 

A. Come, now ; nonsense, B. ; leave off this. 
{Laying" his hand on his arm.) 

B {looking down at his arm). I can't leave off 
this. It would look very absurd to go without a 
sleeve. 

A, Ah, ha ! You make me laugh, in spite of my- 
self. How's Jackson ? 

B. The deuce ! How's Jackson ! Well, I never 
should have thought that. How can Howe be Jack- 
son ? " Surname and arms," I suppose, of some rich 
uncle.? I have not seen him gazetted? 

A. Good by. 

B. {detaining him) . " Good by ! " What a sud- 
den enthusiasm in favor of some virtuous man of the 
name of By ! " Good by ! " To think of Ashton 
standing at the corner of the street, doting aloud on 
the integrity of a Mr. By ! 

A, Ludicrous enough. I can't help laughing, I 
confess. But laughing does not always imply merri- 
ment. You do not delight us, Jack, with these sort 
of jokes, but tickle us ; and tickling may give pain. 

B. Don't accept it, then. You need not take 
everything that is given you. 

A, You'll want a straight-forward answer some 
day, and then — 

B, You'll describe a circle about me, before you 
give it. Well, that's your affair, not mine. You'll 
astonish the natives, that's all. 

A. It's great nonsense, you must allow. 




B. I can't see why it is greater nonsense than any 
other pronoun. 

A, {in despair). Well, it's of no use, I see. 

JB^ Excuse me \ it ifi of the very greatest use. I 
don't know a part of speech more useful. It performs 
all the greatest offices of nature, and containis, lo fact, 
the whole agency and mystery of the world. It rains. 
It is fine weather. It freezes. It thaws. It (which 
is very odd) is one o'clock. " It has been a very 
frequent observation.'* It goes. Here it goes. How 
goes it? — {which, by the way, is a translation from 
the Latin Mo^ is it j Mo^ I go ; is thou goest ; it, he or 
it goes," In short — 

A. In short, if I wanted a dissertation on it, now's 
the time for It. But I don't ; so good by, ( Going,) 
— I iaw Miss M - ' last iiiglit, 

B. The devil you did I Where was it? 

A» {to kimseij')* Now I have him, and will re- 
venge myself. Where was it, eh? O, you must 
know a great deal more about it than I do ! 

A Nay, my dear fellow, do tell me, Pm on 
thorns. 

A. On thorns ! very odd thorns, I never saw a 
thorn look so like a pavement* 

B. Come, now^ to be serious, 
{A. comes close to B.^ and looks tr&gic*) 
B* He, he I very fair, egad. But do tell me where' 

(vas she. How did she look? Who was with her? 

A* O, ho ! Hoo was with her, was he? Well, I 
wanted to know his name, T could not tell who the 
dcvit it was. But I say, Jack, wlio's Hoo? 

B. Good* He, he ! Devilish fair I But now. 
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my dear Will, for God's sake, you know how inter- 
ested I am. 
, A, The deuce you are ! I always took you for a 
disinterested fellow. I always said of Jack B., Jack's 
apt to overdo his credit for wit ; but a more honest, 
disinterested fellow I never met with. 

B. Well, then, as you think so, be merciful. Where 
is Miss M ? ♦ 

A. This is more astonishing news than any. Ware 

is Miss M . I know her passion for music ; but 

this is wonderful. Good heavens ! To think of a 
delicate young lady dressing herself in man s clothes, 
and going about as a musician under the name of 
Ware. 

B. Now, my dear Will, consider. I acknowledge 
I have been tiresome ; I confess it is a bad habit, this 
word-catching ; but consider my love. 

i^A, falls into an attitude of musing,^ 
B. Well. 

A, Don't interrupt me. I am considering your 
love. 

B. I repent ; I am truly sorry. What shall I 
do? {^Laying his hand on his heart »^ TU give up 
this cursed habit. 

A, You will? Upon honor? 

B, Upon my honor. 

A. On the spot? 

B, Now, this instant. Now and forever I 

A, Strip away, then. 

B. Strip! For what? 

A, You said you'd give up that cursed habit. 




B. Now, my dear A-, for the love of eveiything 

that IS sacrcdt for the love of your own love. 

A. Well, you promise me sincerely? 
B^ Heart and soul I 
A~ Step over the way, then, into the cofice-hoiise,' 

and ril tell yoiii 

Sireei Sweeper* Please, your honor, pray remem- 
ber the poor swape. 

B, My friend, Til never forget you, if that will 
be of any service. V\\ think of you next yeafi 

A. What, again? 

Bn The last time, as I hope to be saved* Here, 
rny friend, there's a shilling for you- Charity covers 
a multitude of bad jokes. 

Street Sweeper, God send your honor thousands 
of them* 

B, The jokes or the shillings, you rascal? 
Sireei Sweeper. Och, the shillings. Divil a bit 

the bad jokes. I can make them myself, and a shil- 
ling's no joke, anyhow, 

A. What? really silent? and In spite of the clog's 
equivocal Irish face? Come, B., 1 now see you can 
give up a jest, and ait really in love ; and your mis- 
tress, I will undertake to say, will not be sorry to 
be convinced of both. Women like to begin with 
merriment well enough ; but they think ill of a man 
who cannot come to a grave conclusion. 
1835, 
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THE FENCING-MASTER'S CHOICE. 

AS we have a great aversion to the repetition 
of old jokes, and in our ignorance of what 
is going forward in the festive parts of the town, 
can never be certain that any story we take for a 
new one is not well known, we always feel inclined 
to preface a relation of this kind with something 
that should serve for an apology in case of necessi- 
ty » or give it a new grace in default of newness of 
a better sort. And this reflection always reminds 
us of that pleasant Milanese, whom nature made a 
wag and a jolly fellow, and Francis the First made 
a bishop; to wit. Master Matthew Bandello, the 
best Italian novelist, after Boccaccio, and one who 
^could tell a grave story as well as a merry one. 
Monsignore Matteo, before he proceeds to relate 
how ^'' a jealous enamoured himself" of a young 
widow, or how a pleasant " ^^^" was put upon a 
priest who became "furious of it," and "remained 
stordited," makes a point of informing the reader 
where he first heard the story, who told it, and in 
whose company, and how much better it was told 
than he, with his Lombardisms, can have any pre- 
tence to repeat it ; on all which accounts he wishes 
to God, that people could have heard it fresh from 
the lips of that very amiable and magnificent Sig- 
nor, the before-mentioned Signor Antonio, whom he 
recollects as if it was but yesterday, because he was 
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Standing at the time with a right joyous and gen- 
teel company by the balustrade of the gardens of 
the very iJlustrious and most adorned Sig-nor, his 
shigujarly noble friend the Signer Gherarde^co dei 
Gherardi, Conte di Cuviano, where there happened 
to be present the ladies equally eminent for their 
high birth and most excellent endowments, to wit, 
the right courteous, virtuous^ and most beautiful la- 
dies the Lady Vittoria, Princess of Col o nib an o^ and 
the Lady Hippolita d'Este, widow of the most valor- 
ous and magnificent Signor, the ever-memorable Al- 
fonso, Prince of Ferrara ; which ladies, being very 
affectionate towardsalhu*gutesayings and witty deeds, 
did nigh burst themselves for laughter, in the which 
the very illustrious Signor Gherardesco aforesaid did 
heartily join, to the great contentment of that princely 
company, and all who overheard those urbane con- 
ceits and most graceful phrases, which he (the bishop) 
utterly despairs of rendeong anything the IiUe tn the 
readen J But lie will do his best ; and as the story is 
exceedingly curious (to wit, a little free), he had ad- 
dressed it to the right virtuous and most adorned with 
all feminine dowries, the Lady Lucretia di San Don- 
nato, in return for one of a like nature which she was 
graciously pleased to relate to him one day ; to wit, on 
the eve of the day of Corpus Domini, sitting in the 
windows of the Palazzo Rospoli, at that thue inhabit- 
ed by the very magnificent, most adorned, and most 
worthily given Signor, the Signor Prince Cesare Otto- 
boni, nephew of the most Holy Father, 

By this process, the reader feels bound to like the 
6tar}% if only out of a proper sense of the company he 
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18 in, and the respect that is due to all those fair and 
magnificent names ; and then follows the novella^ or 
new tale, perhaps not at all new, and no longer than 
the one we are about to relate. 

We should like to call to ourselves an aid of this 
sort, and be able at the head of every one of our stories 
to state how it was told us by this person or that ; how 
that, sitting one day in the gardens of Kensington, at 
a time when the dust of the streets rendered an escape 
into those green and quiet places agreeable, we had 
the pleasure of hearing it from the lips of that very 
adorned and witty Mister, the Reverend Mister Sam- 
uel Smith, or the extremely magnificent and choice in 
his neckcloths, the admired Mr. Tomlinson ; or how, 
dining with the very magnificent and grave Esquire, 
the Squire Jinks, of Jinks Hall, it was related to us by 
the facetious and extremely skilled in languages, the 
bachelor of arts, the hopeful Dick Watts, cousin of 
the high born and most beautiful lady, the Lady Bar- 
bara Jinks, consort of the said esquire, who, being at 
that moment in the act of swallowing a cherry, was 
nigh to have thrown all the lovers of wit and elegance 
in those parts into mourning, in consequence of the 
extreme difficulty she found in swallowing the fruit 
and the facetiosity at once. 

The story is this : that in the year of our Lord one 
thousand seven hundred and ninety-nine, the celebrat- 
ed fencing -master, Monsieur de la Rue, being at that 
time fencing-master to the gentlemen of the University 
of Cambridge, and grievously tormented in his voca- 
tion by the said gentlemen, who made no end of mim- 
icking his grimaces, groaning out of measure at his 
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thrusts, not repenting at his remonstrances, and sliow- 
ing themselves otherwise insensible of the dignity and 
painstaking of his profession, did one day, towards 
the end of the month of June, tha wenther being hot, 
the said Monsieur de la Rue in his jacket and night- 
cap^ and divers of the said gentlemen standing idly 
about, laughing and making a vain sport, instead of 
pinking him, as they ought to have done, — he, the 
said Monsieur de la Rue^ did, I say, then and there sil 
do WD on the floor in the room in which he was fen- 
iig, and placing, one on each side of him, the t^vo foils 
hich he then happened to be holding in his hands* 
and being provoked out of the ordinaiy measure of 
his patience by the eternal gibes and ungrateful levi- 
ties of those his tormentors, the said gentlemen, was 
moved to utter the following speech, or represen- 
tation expostulatory ; which he did with great pnssion 
and vehemence, his eyes wide open, his hands and 
face tremblings and eraiphasis rising at every sen- 
tence t — 

** Jentlemens, — ^ 

** If G^i jMmm^kiy — vere to come down from kev- 
ven^ — and vere to say to me, * Monsieur de la Rue^ 
— vill yoi! be fencing-master at Osford orCambreegei 
^or vill you be ETAmNALLTT dam? ' — 

"I should answer and say, — 

** * Bare, — if it is all the same to yoUj — I vill be 

ETAIRNALLY dam,' *' 
1S2S. 
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TWILIGHT ACCUSED AND DEFENDED. 

A MONSTROUS thing has happened. Here is 
a correspondent of ours, and a pleasant one too, 
and witty withal, aiming a blow at our gentle friend. 
Twilight ! What possible mood could he have been 
in ? Did he expect a friend who had disappointed 
him? or a new book? or a letter? Was his last bot- 
tle of wine out ? Or did he want his tea ? Or was 
he reading and could not go on, the ser\'ant not being 
in the way to bring candles? Or was the evening 
rainy ? Or had he saici anything wrong to any one 
else, and so was out of temper? Or had he been 
reading something about twilight, badly written, a 
" twaddle," and so was disposed to go to an extreme 
the other way, and be perverse in his wit? His first 
verse looks like it. Or had he a toothache? or a 
headache? or nothing to do? Or had his fire gone 
out? 

We should almost as soon have expected a blow 
from him at gentleness itself, as at our gentle dusk 
friend, the mildest and most unpresuming of the 
Hours, meek, yet genial withal, like some loving MeS' 
tiza^ or Quadroon, something between fair and dark, 
or dusk and dusker, who, by her sweet middle tone 
between merit and the want of pretension, and by 
having nothing to arrogate, and much to be prized, 
charms the amorous heart of some contemplative 
West Indian, who is tired out between the flare of 
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bis whiter favorites, and th^ itndiscerning prelum p* 
Hon of his black. Certain it is, that, vehemently 
howsoever he speaketh, we hold him not to be in 
earnest (the less so by reason of that enormit}^) ; 
but, in order to prevent the peril of any false con- 
clusions, in minds accustomed not to sLicli facetious 
perversity, and still more to take the opportunity of 
vindicating the character of our gentle friend, and 
make our correspondent remorseful the next time 
he sees her (for having even appeared to treat her 
ill), we have thought it incumbent upon us to fol- 
law up his hard words with others more fitly soft 
and overwhelmingly balmy, O, there is nothing like 
defending a good easy cause, and a tender-hearted 
client ! It makes one, somehow, so sure of triumph ^ 
so able to trample on one's enemy with the softest 
foot and the most generous reputation — so gifted 
(dare we say it?) with the pleasure of malignity by 
tlie very exercise of benevolence* Mark you, dear 
reader, with what a tender savageness we will set 
him down. Yet he rails in good set terms. There 
is no denying that* Far be it from us to deny it, 
who shall only gain the greater praise from our ref- 
utation* Hear him how he sets out with the ingen- 
ious Impudence of his pun and his alliteration : — 

A TRIMMING FOR TWILIGHT, 

How I despite tbe iiP4d<!le about twQight, 
Th^t mOEt tiDierviceable tort offtky-leislit ; 
We^ wavering gjeani, tbat^ wending oa itt way 
Toward} the cLigLt, ^till lingers with the clay. 



A 
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Twilight's a half-and;half affiur, that would 
With all its heart be mo<mlight if it could ; 
Dim, but not dark ; yoa pause at the bell handles ; 
Tis scarce worth while to conquer it with candles. 

Twilight is eve grown gray before its time, 
Mystified mummer, aping the sublime 
Day with its eye half closed, and half a-peep ; 
The afternoon, making believe to sleep. 

'Tis like that forming frown yet undefined 
That yon half-smiling female face has got^ 
As though it hadn't quite n^e up its mind 
Whether it should look angrily or not 

Twilight's an interloper in the sky ; 
The face of nature painted with one eye : 
Something between blank darkness and broad light, - 
Like dotard day coquetting with young night. 

A damt^aui^ who, growing old and wan, 
Affects to veil the charms she feels are gone ; 
Knowing her day is o'er, the wily jade 
Inwraps the ruin where the sunshine play'd. 

Lovers love twilight, but I'm not a lover ; 
And why they love it I could ne'er discover ; 
For light is passion's parent : do ye deem 
Beauty no debtor to the radiant belira 
That lamps its loveliness ; say, can we know 
That beauty lives, and one bright glance forego ? 
Or, is't a fancy of love's selfish art, 
To close the eyes, and see but with the heart? 

Haply 'tis so ; in love's delirious trance. 
The raptured soul, grown jealous of the glance 
That has a joy beyond it, dims the light 
To lend to young imagination sight. 

Fancy, that peoples darkness with bright rays. 
And makes a darkness that it thus may gaze t 
How is' t that every feeling, fond, intense. 
Tempts us to lose a while our visual sense ? 

Is it superfluous ? We drink love through it • 
*Tis then in us ; we can no longer view it 
By gazing outwards ; now, a glance to win. 
Our eyelids close, and turn their seuse within. 
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This IS dtgresiive, but enougfi for mt ; 

Loversi, m fact* «ire na authdrity ^ 

So, as I s-aid at firAt^ old twaddling twilight, 

Be stUl the Jo^rer's gleam, yt>u ^liau't be m^ light, 

Thoa're d^r dcdarf d a bankrupt, offerimg^ nmsd 
A dividend of tta-pcnce in the potind t 
Plague take sucJi carnpcfiitioDs; Til for one 
Have tweoty sbjXtin^^' litoTth at lijjkt or none. 

Kot dlyhreak, but day hraitn / light fadei ^t ; 
Do aE. ihon vnit thou^t sure to ^ail at last. 
" D)mi^ »ealiti(f night, '^ befdre ihee twilight flies ; 
Pui out the mtKiker with youT &urry eyes. 
Busky-hned coward ' hast begiui the racc> 
Bu'at thou not look JDanoe Dian m the fiice? 

Now ^idcering fainter, uow mcire darkly dull, 
** 1^ I hat a«i cruel, tito yd oierdful j 
t WDuld £ic>t have thee linger id thy paiu ; ** 
Come, light the candles ; struggle not, — ^ 'ds vab. 

li that thy shadow, Ibgering on the moor ? 

No mailer ; yoii afiall never cotne in-doon 

The sta.r3 come out at ihee, pale day^dinunislier; 

Now the moon gteamMh at fu]!, — ay, that'ts n fiokher^ 

Beneaih the hiUodt's shadow;, docked m gray, 
C^titiously creep before the light away : 
But when the niomiog moon grows skk and pal^ 
Th^D^ stealthy ^e^iper, come acros* the vale. 

Child of themist, isthmus ^twixt light and shade! 
Shadow of Chao$, from which earth was mnde ( 
Day dyiog of decline ! dQubt-drcamirtg ray I 
Thy presence saddeos me — away — away I 

W, L, IL 

*' Away^^ away ! " Our correspondent most have 
^en in a great luirry, to speak thus to the poor gentle 

vilight, which has not a wortJ to say for itself, unless 
it be the mufRn-bell, the next thing- in humbleness of 
sound to the sheep-belU We take him to be a prodi- 
gtou*ily active and eager spirit, with an ultra flow of 
health and life, and never easy but when occupied, 
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perhaps not then, unless the occupation perfectly suits 
him. But he has a soul withal ; you may know it 
even by what is implied in his style of abuse ; and 
therefore it is not the twilight he hates, but the ab- 
sence of something which he wanted instead of it. 
Yes ; assuredly he has been " snubbing " the poor 
Qiiadroon, like some lordly planter, because some- 
body else has not brought him his sangaree. 

He lets — we cannot say the " cat out of the bag " 
— but the dove out of the cage — in what he says 
about lovers. He tells us he is " no lover," merely in 
order to avoid what he knows to be conclusive against 
him ; and, in fact, he runs into a digression about love, 
on purpose to disprove his own argument. Besides, 
if he happens to be so limited or so unlucky in his 
circle of acquaintances as to be in love with nobody, 
he must love all sorts of lovable things, otherwise 
how could he write so well about loving? and if a 
man loves anything at all,- he must needs love so mild 
and loving a thing as the twilight. (Here are a great 
many repetitions of the word " love ; " but it is a 
pleasant note, and will bear reiteration like the night- 
ingale's.) 

Furthermore, in this passage of our correspondent's 
about love, compared with certain letters which he 
has written to us privately, urging us to give an arti- 
cle on Coleridge, we have detected him in the fact of 
his disingenuousness ; for this very passage has* mani- 
festly been suggested by some stanzas of that favorite 
of his, in the poem entitled the Day-Dream. It is a 
lover's picture of twilight in a room, and is so beauti- 
ful and true, that it might serve alone, as an answer 
to all the stanzas of this preteivdvi\^ ro^ue : — 
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** M7 eyes itiake pictures, when Ihey a^re sUiut : ^» 
I «e a fouDtaiii, large And! lair, 
A willaw and a. nitiied liiit. 
And thee> aTid me, and Mary there. 

Miiry t make lihy gen ik lap our pillow E 
Bedd o'er v% like a bower, my beautiful grecp wiUow I 

The shadows dance upon the wail, 

By th(;: stiU daticiug iim-flantEa made I 
Atid ttowthi^^y plumber, roovele&s a]J E 

And now they fntlt to otie deep s^hade I 
But Dot from zttc sluU this mtid darkness ^teal thee ^ 

1 djf cam Hits with mine' eyei^ and at my heart I feel thee ^ * 

Very beautiful and spiritual, and truly loving- Butj 
lovers, the most honorable and delicatOj have a trick 
of taking other advantages of the good-natured twi* 
light ; and die poet goes on to let us know as much r — 

**Thide e7«Ush ciu tjiy cheek doth play.'* ^M 

Far be it from us to deny the merits of light and see- 
ing* Beauty was surely meant to be seen as well as 
loved, or why is it so beautiful? But it is a maxim^^ 
with us never to deny the merits of one good thingfl 
because there rs another ; and twilight, where love is^™ 
has its loveliness also, as well as lamp and daylight 
One of the greatest tests of true love is the sense of 
joy imparted by the mere presence of the beloved 
object, apart ftom light, speech, or anything else ; and 
twilight, somehow, rewards us for ihe sincerity and 
generosity of this feeling, by bringing us nearer to the 
object of our affection, in its abolition of interme- 
diate objects, and a general sense of its mild embrace^ 
mcnt. " 

Come — let us consider what our correspondent 
woyld say fyrther in behalf of the twilight, if hg 
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were in the humor for it. We wish we had time to 
say it in verse ; but here we heave a great sigh (one 
of the sighs of our life) ; and as we always feel 
ashamed of sighing in the midst of this beautiful 
creation (of which to be able to discern a millionth 
part of the beauties, is to waken up as many con- 
solatory angels, who lie in wait to become visible to 
loving eyes), we shall proceed to express ourselves 
in our accustomed prose, from which, at all events, 
the love of what is poetical cannot be excluded. 

Twilight is the time between light and darkness, 
when the facility afibrded for action by the daylight 
is over, and the aid of candle-light, for the renewal 
of action, awaits our pleasure to renew it or not 
It is therefore the precise time, of all others, which 
seems designed by nature for meditation. We say, 
by nature ; for though we hold it to be man's nature 
to be artificial as well as natural, yet it is natural 
for him, being a thinking being, to "take pause;'* 
and nature, in this gentlest and most intermediate 
hour, seems to ofl'er it him. The greatest part of 
his duty is over (we hold, that in a more civilized 
state of society it will all be over, except for pur- 
poses of entertainment) ; he cannot see to work ; he 
cannot see to travel very actively ; his very book be- 
gins to fail him, unless he has determined to keep up 
the train of his reading, and goes nearer and nearer 
to the window, and at last he must give it up. He 
is therefore thrown upon his meditations. 

Now '' think a little." 

Not of your cares, dear reader, if you can help it ; not 
of your work ; not of other people's faults ; not of your 



own. There is time enough to attend to those^ when 
we have more light — unless^ in fleet], yon do it in great 
charity, first towards the faults of others, and then 
towards yourself (having earned the right), and alS 
ways provided you end, as indeed you must, if tnte 
charity meditates with you, in resolutions befitting 
the mildness and considerateness of the hour. We 
would not even imve you think of the sufferings of 
others, provided you think of them at any other 
time, and do what you can to help them* Twi-ii 
light is a placid hour, and you must entertain it 
wnth placidity or not at all. You must have sd 
acted, or so wished to act, nt other times, as to be" 
able to give gentle welcome to gentle guest. You 
must be wo r iky of the twilight, fl 

(Here our correspondent gives a great wince ; anoH 
begins to inquire of his conscience, whether he has 
ever cracked any one's skull , or written any if 
piety except the above-.) 

Now let us think of all mild and loving things - 
of our childhood, of the fields, of our best frienrls* 
of twilight itself and its shadows, of the quiet of^ 
OUT 'fireside, and the fanciful things we see in th^ 
glowing coals, of the poets who have spoken of 
evening, of the beauty of stillness, of scenes of rural 
comfort, of the travels of the winds and clouds, of 
stories of good angels, niiy^ of dear friends whom 
we have lost, provided we have lost them long 
enough or loved them well enough to consider them 
with reference to the beauty of their own spirit 
rather than to their absence from ourselves. Per- 
haps they are commissioned to be good angels over 
18 
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US : — perhaps they are now this minute in the room, 
smiling in the certainty of their own lovingness, and 
the knowledge of our future good ; ay, and (as far as 
their sympatliy with our present struggles will per- 
mit) smiling to think even how startled we should be 
to see them, if it were within Heaven's knowledge of 
what is best for us that we should do so. For God is 
the author of mirth as well as seriousness, and consid- 
ering what security of belief in good there must be in 
celestial natures, we may conceive some little stoop- 
ing to it even in the happiness of heavenly cheeks. 

" Let us think " of that, and of all other possibilities 
beyond the regions of mere earthly utility, not except- 
ing it nevertheless. It is the privilege of the imagina- 
tive, that they include everything which is good, besides 
seeing a germ of it at the core of the thorniest evil. 

We put these words, " let us think," within marks 
of quotation, for a reason very proper to mention in 
this place ; for we scarcely ever begin meditating at 
twilight without calling them to mind as uttered to 
us by the beloved parent to whom we are indebted for 
most of our aspirations after anything useful or beau- 
tiful. She would say to us sometimes at this hour, 
when our spirits appeared to her to be a little too in- 
cessant, " Come — let us think a little.". And then 
we used to sit down on a stool at her side, and look 
at the fire, and be led into a sedate mood by some 
story she would tell us of her own mother, or of the 
sea, or of some great and good people of old. 

So now this is good hushing time, is it not, reader? 
and fit for keeping a little from the candles ; and not 
what our ultra lively friend (now growing remorseful) 
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would make of it. You and we are sitting on each 
side of the fireplace, one of us with a knee between 
his hands, the other with a child between his knees, 
and there is a fair friend with us, and we are all as 
quiet as mice, our faces lit up by the 6re, and our 
s h a do ws sh i ft i ng on the w al U W he n w e spaa k, i t i s i ti 
a low voice ; for twilight has this also in common with 
the sweetest of its friends i — 

**Il5 voice is ever softt gen lie ;ittdi low — 
All ejccdlent thing in TwHight.'* 

Wl Z* /?* shall come in among us, if he is " very 
good/* 

Wi X. H. You see before youj sir, a penitent. 

Wriier. I see before me a suspicious quoter of 
impudent plays* 

W* L^ R<. I appeal to the lady's face, sin 

Wriier. O, you're a very cunning appdlant, sir, 
and the lady's face will get you a pardon for anything, 
— There — don'^t tumble over the little boy. But 
with what face you can conae in, after saying you are 
**^ no lover " — 

W. I^, R. Excuse me* Whatever I might have 
said before, real or pretended^^ and whatever new pre- 
sumption I may be guilty of now, nobody can look 
on this lady's face without ^ — 

Writer^ Hush, hush ; not so very loud ajid enthu- 
siastic. (^4// iaugk.) You see how little lie was \t 
ea rn est. The ino me n t he h ears of a co m fort able par t| 
and a charming woman, he is for being in the midst 
of it, twilight and alL — Come, as we are Christiim 
people, we will give him, by way of penance, what 
fthall be no penance at all. He shall recite to us Cole- 
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ridge's poem, entitled Frost at Midnight. There 
is mention in it of a fireside and of the little fluttering 
film on the bars before us ; and the spirit of the whole 
piece is suited to the occasion, quiet, reflective, and 
universal. The last line is the perfection of ideal 
sympathy. 

IV. Z. /?. (Suppressing the vehemence of his en- 
thusiasm, in order to recite with a gentleness fitted to 
the lines, and gradually growing softer and more sea- 
sonable, till nothing can be better given.) 

FROST AT MIDNIGHT. 

The frost performs its secret ministry, 
Unhelped by sthy wind. The owlet*8 cry 
Came loud — and hark, again I loud as before. 
The inmates of my cottage, all at rest. 
Have left me to that solitude, which suits 
Abstruser musings : save that at my side 
My cradled infant slumbers peacefully. 
'Tis calm indeed ! so calm, that it disturbs 
And vexes meditation with its strange 
And extreme silentness. Sea, hill, and wood. 
This populous village ! Sea. and hill, and wood, 
With all the numberless goings on of life, 
Inaudible as dreams I the thin blue flame 
Lies on my low-burnt fire, and quivers not ; 
Only that film, which fluttered on the grate, 
Still flutters there, the sole unquiet thing. 
Methinks, its motion in this hush of nature 
Gives it dim sympathies with me who live. 
Making it a companionable form. 
Whose puny flaps and freaks the idling spirit 
By its own moods interprets, everywhere 
Echo or mirror seeking of itself, 
And makes a toy of thought 

But O ! how oft. 

How oft, at school, with most believing mind, 

Presageful, have I gazed upon the bars, 

To watch that fluttering stranger I and as oft 

With unclosed lids, already had I dreamt 

Of my sweet birth-place, and the old church-tower. 
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Whose beUs, die poor mau'i oi>ly latrism;, rang 
Frotu mom ti:J cveub^, a II the hot Fair-dsy, 
So Kweetly, th^it tKey stirred ^nd haunted tbti 
With 2L wild pleasure^ ^iing^ dq mtne eax 
Most like articulate sotindBi oftiiit^gB to ocme I 
Sogaied I, till the stitithing thitigs I dreamt 
Li^Ied me to uleep^ and d^cp i^olongcd mjrdreamfl t 
And s,o t brooded all the fcl lowing morn^ 
Awed by the stem preceptor's face, mine eye 
Fixed with rnock Btud;^ on my swimmirtg: bqM>k: 
Sffve if the door bialf opE^edj and I snatched 
A basiy glance, aiid stlli my heart leaped tip, 
For &ti\] I hojHid to see the tfrnng^^r^j face, 
Townamaa, or aunt, or &igter more bcbverd,. 
My fibymaie wheu we botti were cloLhed alike I 
JJear bahe, that aleepeiM cradled by my sid$^ 
Whotse gcaiie breathing heard in this deep calm, 
Fill up the interspersed vticancieA 
And momentary pnosfs of the tlioufi;ht : 
My babe so be-cmtiful ! it tlirills m^hdrt 
With tender gladneaa, thus to look at thee. 
And think tliat tho ti shalt lei^irn far other lore 
And in far other scenes E For I was reared 
In the great city, pent 'mid cloistt^rft dtui, 
An.d flaw nought lovely but the sky dad ^tikts. 
But thou, my babe I shall w:iiidi:ir like a breexe 
By lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags 
Of nncient mouatain^ and bcnenth the clouds, 
Which imaj^e in their bulk both lakes and shores 
And moantain crag^^; so shah thou5«e and hear 
The lovely shapes and sounds intel]igib]e 
Of that eternal language, which thy God 
Ulterst who from etemky doth leach 
Himself in ail, ^nd all things in himself. 
Great uiiiver»l Teiicher ! he ihall mould 
Thy spiKt, and by giving make it aak. 



1834. 



Therefisre all teatoos s^U be sweet to tbee^, 
Wliether the tummer dothe the ^nend earth 
With greenne^ or the redbT4>^t sU and img 
Betwixt the tuftt of snow on the bare branch 
Oftiui^^y apple-tree, while the nigh ihatch 
Smokes in the tun-tbftw 1 whether the cavedropi fall, 
Heard only in the tninces of the hlmt. 
Or if the secret ministry of frost 

Shall hang them up in tUect icide^ 

Quietly shining to the quiet ineoD. 
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TABLE WITS.— A BREAKFAST. 

IT IS expected, we understand, that we shall begin 
our second volume * with something very pi- 
quant. This is an awful announcement. To be 
called upon for a bon-mot is embarrassing. To be ex- 
pected to be amusing for eight good octavo pages, is 
at least equal to calling upon a man for half an hour's 
much interesting chat, all on his own side. Then 
there is the sensation which singers have, when they 
are told that the company are " all attention." 

Some persons, when they expect you to be witty, 
do not even reconcile the announcement by an implied 
compliment. They look upon it as all in the way of 
business. As a baker has his hot rolls by eight 
o'clock, so an author, they think, is to have his essays. 
Twopenny loaves are the trade of one ; twopenny In- 
dicators of the other. The same expense of the facul- 
ties is supposed to go to the making of either. The 
printer composes for his bread ; so does the author. 
The cook melts down another animal's brains with 
great equanimity ; the author, of course, likewise. 

As we are to be full of good things in our present 
number, we take a refuge veiy common to those who 
have no better, and invite the reader to discuss (a 
word, by the by, of much injured metaphorical com- 
monplace, which we hereby restore to its ingenuity) f 

* Of that pleasant little periodical, The Indicator. — Ed. 

t "Table and conversation interchange their metaphors," says Hunt, in his 
Table-Talk. " We devour wit and argument, and discuss a turkey and chine." 
—Ed. 
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some rolls attd ham with us. It is astonishing what 
good coin p any a gentleman can make himself by 
means of this kind. A breakfast may be eloquent ; 
a dinner is sure to be so* The v^rj decanting of his 
wine shall ** discourse excellent music" forhhn. His 
good things are all of the best, substantial, and intel- 
ligible. He is solid over his beef. His j^u d* esprit 
h a bottle of soda< ""A leetle more of the sounds? " 
— ^*' a leetle stewed lobster?" — "a leetle more lemon 
to the currie ? '* — " some stuffing ? " — ^^ more grouse ? *' 
"let me recommend this bhtnc-mange — this cream 
pancake — this custard with your tart — these brandy 
apricots — these olives — a devil —* hah I (smacking 
his lips) this is the old wine I told you of, sure 
enouglv;" — phrases of this kind, judiciously admin- 
istered, shall outrival twice as many bon-mots. They 
shall produce a profound sensation, — ^an absolute 
severity of satisfaction. We have known a gentlu- 
man, remarkable for a certain festive taciturn iiy, sit 
at the head of his table; and, by dint of these com- 
mendatory syllables, united to the reputation of know- 
ing more thun he said, make a wit feel doubtful of 
the merit of being facetious, and fearful how he in- 
terrupted so intense a conviviality. 

And here (befon; the rolls come up) we may notice 
a compromising kind of it, which would &ee fair play 
between ideas and no ideas, and might be imitiUed to 
advantage by those who would willingly say some- 
thing and yet nothing* Polite conversation, as de- 
tailed by Swift, has had its day ; so that if the genteel 
have uo new novel or scandal to discourse of, they will 
rather say nothing than not appear knowing or liter- 
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ary. The jokes about " my Lord Mayor's fool,** and 
" none the better for seeing you," and " Tom, how is 
it you can't see the wood for trees," have been super- 
seded by the periodical publications. Now the wit- 
tock we speak of (to use a Scotch diminutive) is akin 
to punning, inasmuch as it plays upon words ; so that 
at any rate, some verbal knowledge is requisite for 
those who handle it ; and herein the advantage pro- 
posed to the dining circles is evident. It is practised 
with great applause by a friend of ours, and may be 
called the Art of Translating a Language into itself. 
Thus, to break, signifying also to fracture, and fast, 
being, in one sense, the same as rapid, the wag in 
question calls breakfasting, Fracturing one's Rapid. 
Cold mutton he translates into Frigid Sheep. Foreign 
pickle is Peregrine Pickle. Some bacon is a Piece 
of the Viscount St Albans ; — or in removing bacon 
for some other dish, he recommends you to put it 

•' Nigh where the goodly Venilam stood of yore." 

Greens are Verdants, and as verd means green, and 
green means inexperienced, and ants has a sound like 
aunts, he calls them, by a diffuser version. Inexperi- 
enced Sisters of one's Father. Pulling the bell, is 
Romping with the Beauty ; and bringing up the urn. 
Educating the Sarcophagus. There is eminent au- 
thority for this kind of translation into other lan- 
guages, — as the Latin conversion, attributed to Dr. 
Johnson, of a tea chest into the second person singu- 
lar of the verb doceo, to teach ; and Hogarth's epis- 
tolary drawing, inviting a friend, in three Greek 
letters, to Eta Beta Pi. But our friend contrives to 
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be learned, while adhering to his own language, and 
pours forth a profusion of synonymous trifling'^ which 
we, of all persons, shuH certainly not quarrel with, 
seemg that he does it out of the delight of escaping 
fi'om his studies, and feeling- his kindred or his frjt*nds 
about him* We were much pleased the other day, 
for his sake, in hearing of an eminent living philoso* 
pber of our acquaintance who^ in the midst of his 
white locks, still retains his love of verbal joking, and 
delights to Lelp his young companions to a Jest as 
well as some sonp. lie lets, in particuliir, his politi- 
cal spleen take breath by it. One dish, which he is 
fondest of cutting up, he calls after such and such a 
statesman. He shakes his head at another, and says 
there is too much High Church in it* To your veal 
he recommends a tquL-eze of the judge. 

An old school ti I l:>w uf ours, with whom we used to 
breakfast, in high glee, in a study four feet scpiart-i 
possesses, almost beyond any man we ever met w^ith, 
this talent of converting one idea into another, and 
be i ng eq ua 1 ly merry i n h i s m t r th and his gr a vi ty * We 
remember the irresistible cHect which his reception 
of a beating from the master used to have upon us 
alh His gesticulations of agony were so abrupt, 
varied, and extravagant, that the master and tlie boys \ 
used to be equally perplexed, — the latter how to fl 
keep tJiemselves from laughing out loud, and the ™ 
farmer whether to take it as something extremely 
wretched or contemptuous. Either expression was 
equally unusual in a school so well attempered asourSt 
He was found out at last, and compelled to take 
care of his jokes. His gravity, however, vv:vs under 
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suspicion to the last. When the master was about 
to retire from his office, he received, for an exercise, 
a set of Latin verses from him, in which there was a 
pathetic adieu, apostrophizing him under the title of 
" Reverende Magister." The old gentleman, not 
much accustomed to the melting mood at any time, or 
to the dry one often, turned round to him with a face 
of ludicrous gratitude, and said, " Thank ye. P." He 
used to perplex him also, as well as us all, by taking 
advantage of a permission we had of being facetious 
in verse-making, and giving up the most extravagant 
versions of English nursery songs, such as Jack and 
Gill, and When I was a Bachelor. Like all young 
wits who are scholars, he liked to give ludicrous dig- 
nity to commonplaces by the gravity of a learned 
language. He kept his tea and sugar memorandums 
in Latin ; used to call out for the boy who kept a 
door, under the title of Janitor Aulae ; and gave us a 
little pocket edition of Buchanan, which we have now 
by us, as a pledge and MONUMENT of his friend- 
ship, — " Pignus et monumentum." He said of a 
fellow-wag, who was accustomed to exaggerate, 
" When so and so relates a story, you must multiply 
by hundreds, divide by thousands, and make allow- 
ance in the quotient for Oriental grandeur." The 
same spirit accompanied him to college, where, it is 
understood, he might have got what classical honors 
he pleased, had not the gravity of his answers at exam- 
ination been questionable. He then went into orders, 
and became remarkable for the dignity of his voice and 
manner in the pulpit, while he retained all the jocose 
part of his character among his friends. " What words" 



(literally) " have we not heard at the Menu aid? " — 

No man ever got up a little festive meeting with a more 
ortliodox grnce. If port v^ras not liked by m^y one, he 
found a bottle of claret hy his plate ; and %ve shall 
always retain a grateful recollection of his oHvea, It 
IS a fault sometimes found with wits, and justly, that 
their animal spirits carry them away from a proper 
attentiveness to others. This never wiishis case, fie 
had a handsome faculty, not only of being pleasant 
himself, hut of extracting all that could be got out of 
others. To strangers he would sometimes be more dis- 
concerting, like Swift ; to whom, by the way, he bore 
some resemblance, if the Dean's picture in Sharpens 
edition of the Spectator is a good likeness. He turned 
round once upon a man in Holborn, and asked him, 
with an air of zealous appeal, wliether he had ever 
injured his wife and family; upon which the aston- 
ished passenger declaring h& had not, " Then, sir," 
said he, " I will thank you, another time, not to tread 
my shoe down at heel." There was a huge fellow 
one evening making a great noise in a coflee-house, 
about a prize ox he had seen* ^^ I have heard of the 
carcass," says P* '* The carcass 1 " cries the other, with 
a sort of triumph of knowledge: — **it's alive, sir; 
it's alive ; and live bodies are not called carcasses." 
*^ Good/* says the other, looking at him, "but I presume 
they may deserve the name/' lie said this widi so indif* 
ferent and yet so particular an air, that neither the man 
could beoflended nor the company refrain from laugh- 
^ingt At unoUier time, being in the cider cellar in 
laiden Lane, and one of our party having said some- 
thing In Latin, widiout the least intention of being 
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overheard, a military gentlenlan, somewhat irritable 
with having more wine than wit, said out loud, that 
he did not conceive a public room a fit place to talk 
Latin in. We forget what our -schoolfellow said to 
this : but in consequence of his enlisting the com- 
pany on our side with his jokes, the captain pro- 
posed to give him his address. " Sir," says P., with 
great gravity, " you need not trouble yourself with a 
specimen: I never had any doubt of your being a 
man of address." " Sir," returned the captain more 
vehemently, his voice a little titubating with wine — 
"You will not — then — take my address?" " O, 
excuse me, sir," replied the other, " I do take it in- 
finitely ; and all the rest of us take it." By this time 
the amusement of the audience had much increased. 
" Sir ! " repeated the officer, half rising from his seat, 
and tumbling a little towards him, with pipe in hand, 
and angry wonder in his eye, — " I say, sir, — do you 
mean to say, sir, — you know what I mean — I mean to 
say, sir, Til give you my address ; that's what I mean." 
" But, sir," retorted our inflexible companion, " you 
must allow me to say that your liberality is really 
superfluous ; since, to confess the truth, I really don't 
at all approve of your address." At this the tottering 
man (who, you might see by his face was good-hu- 
mored enough, and worth being parried in this way 
by a gentleman) staggered up to his antagonist, and 
held out his hand to him, declaring he was one of the 
pleasantest fellows he ever met with in the whole 
course of his life, and nothing should induce him to 
quarrel with him. 

We do not profess any practical science in meals. 
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Those who do will despise us at once, when they hear 
that wt prefer breakfjist and tea to dinner, and that 
by breakfast^ wc mean a very common ougS * Btit we 
know what belongs to a. meaL There w*1s a lay- 
achoo! fellow of ours, who was always proposing to 
treat some of us at a tavern i though he never did. 
He contented himself with casting up what he called 
**the damages." He used to cry out on a sudden, 
*^ It doesn't signify talking, but wc svill have that din- 
ner I spoke of this afternoon * Come, now ; Vm seri- 
ous. Let us see what will be the damages?*' He 
would then take pen, ink, and paper, and fall to mak- 
ing out a grave list of fish, flesh, and tart; till the 
exceeding wish to realize it, almost made dupes of 
our cloistered imaginations for the seventh time. The 
worst of it was, that he himself used to go home and 
feast on what he had been speaking of; while wc 
were rung ap in the hall, and dined like the monks of 
La Trappe. We shall reverse the spirit of this va- 
gary. Our breakfast will be upon paper, but our 
readers shall have more than we are in the habit of 
seeing on our table. Students are at once tempted to 
exceed, and obliged to be temperate. The exhaustion 
of their faculties excites them to indulge a morbid ap- 
petite; while the delicacy of stomach produced by 
that exhaustion, makes them cautious how they ren- 
der it greater next time. 

Whiil shall we say then? For " it does not signify 



• ♦' It aeema^*' says Fdlen in speakldg of the r^Ycna ibai brought Elqak 
bread natA flesh in the monung and eveniDg; "it seems ctinncrs arc bui ioDovst- 
^(m%, whibl breakrost^ and auppers ^tt meu^i tnoat aadcat ajid AJUuni meaJ&i** 
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talking." We will have the breakfast he spoke of. 
And here it is, ready laid. Imprimis, tea and coffee ; 
secondly, dry toast ; thirdly, butter ; fourthly, eggs ; 
fifthly, ham ; sixthly, something potted ; seventhly, 
bread, salt, mustard, knives and forks, &c. One of the 
first things that belong to a breakfast is a good fire. 
There is a delightful mixture of the lively and the 
snug in coming down into one's breakfast-room of a 
cold morning, and seeing everything prepared for us ; 
a blazing grate, a clean table-cloth and tea things, the 
newly-washed faces and combed heads of a set of 
good-humored urchins, and the sole empty chair at 
its accustomed corner, ready for occupation. When 
we lived alone, we could not help reading at meals : 
and it is certainly a delicious thing to resume an enter- 
taining book at a particularly interesting passage, 
with a hot cup of tea at one's elbow, and a piece of 
buttered toast in one's hand. The first look at the 
page, accompanied by a coexistent bite of the toast, 
comes under the head of intensities. But when in 
company, unless it is of a very private and pardoning 
description, it is, of course, not to be done, unless all 
read ; and a general reading in company is a sort of 
understood talking. The most allowable perusal is 
that of a newspaper. It involves a common interest, 
and is in itself a very sufficing and matutine thing. But 
we have enlarged on the pleasure of a breakfast pa- 
per elsewhere, in an article entitled A Day by the 
Fire ; which, by the way, will prevent us from in- 
dulging ourselves in other particulars appertaining to 
the present subject We have it not by us, nor are 
we aware that we have before mentioned what we are 
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going to notice ; but we wish to observe, that ladtes, 
always delightful, and not the least so iti their iin» 
dress, are apt to dcprtve themselves of some of their 
best morning beams by appearing with their hair in 
papers. We give notice that essayists^ and of course 
all people of taste, prefer a cap, if there must be any^ 
thing: but hair, a million times oven To see grapes 
in paper bags is bad enough, but the rich locks of a 
lad J in papers, the roots of the hair twisted up like a 
dnirrimer*s, and the forehead staring bald instead of 
being gnicefuUy tendrilled and shadowed 1 — it is a 
capital offence, ^ — a defiance to the love and admira- 
tion of the other sex, — a provocative to a paper war : 
and we here accordingly declare the said war on 
paper, not having any ladies at hand to carry it at 
once into their headquarters. We must allow, at the 
same lime, that they are very shy of being seen in 
this condition, knowing well enough how much of 
their strength, like Samson's, lies In that gifled orna- 
ment. We have known a whole parlor of them flut^ 
ter oflT, like a dovecot, at the sight of a friend coming 
up the garden. 

But to return to our table. Ham is a good thing, 
but it js apt to fever our sedentary notions* We 
prefer cracking the round end of an egg with the 
back of a silver spoon, — not a horn spoon, which 
Is flimsy and inefficient, A judicious jerk of the 
former upon a good^ fair, dome-like shell issuing 
out of the egg cup, maketh a pretty result to the 
sensations* We cannot, in conscience, recomn:iend 
hot buttered toast; but it is a pleasing guilt* The 
best adventure to which it can give rise, is when you 
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have modestly taken one of the outside pieces, and 
find your gentility rewarded by carrying off the whole 
of the crumb part of the inner one, the crust of which 
has been detached. Chocolate has a nutty taste, but 
is heavy. C^offee is heating, but has a fine, serious 
flavor in it, if well done. You seem to taste the color 
of it. We used to prefer it at all times, but tea has 
become preferable to the meditative state of our di- 
gestion. How the Chinese came to invent it, as San- 
cho would say, we do not know : but it is the most 
ingenious, humane, and poetical of their discoveries. 
It is their epic poem 1820. 



GOING TO THE PLAT AGAIN. 

WITH the exception of Oberon, we have not 
witnessed a theatrical performance till the 
other night for these six or seven years. Fortune 
took us another way ; and when we had the opportu- 
nity we did not dare to begin again, lest our old 
friends should beguile us. We mention the circum- 
stance, partly to account for the notice we shall take 
of many things which appear to have gone by ; and 
partly out of a communicativeness of temper, suitable 
to a Companion. For the reader must never lose 
sight of our claims to that title. On ordina'iy occa- 
sions, he must remember that we are discussing mor- 
als or mince-pie with him ; on political ones, reading 
the newspaper with him ; and in the present instance, 
we are sitting together in the pit (the ancient seat of 
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criticism), seeing wko is who in the play-bill| and 
hearing the delicious discord of the tuning of instni- 
raents, — the precursor of harmouy. If oiir compan- 
ion IB an ok) gendeman^ we take a pinch of his snuB'', 
and lament the loss of Bannister and Mrs, Jordan. 
Toothache and his nephew occupy also a portion of 
our remark; and we cough with an air of iiothority* 
If he is a young gentlemani we speak of Vestiis and 
Miss Foote ; wonder whether little Goward will show 
herself improving to-night ; denounce the absurdity 
of somebody's boots, or his bad taste in benuty ; and 
are loud in deprecating the fellows who tiiLk loudly 
behmd us* Finally, if a lady, we bend with delight 
to hear the remarks she is making, ^'^ far above '* criti- 
cism \ and to see the finer ones in her eyes. We 
criticise the ladies in the boxes; and the more she 
admires them, the more we liud herself the lovelier* 
May we add, that ladies in the pit, this cold weather, 
have still more attractions than usual ; and that it is 
cruel to find ourselves sitting, as we did the other 
night, behind two of them, when we ought to have 
been in the middle, partaking of the gemal influence 
of their cloaks, their comfortable sides, and their con- 
versation? We were going to say, that we hope this 
is not too daring a remark for a Companion: — but 
far be it from us to apologize for anything so proper. 
Don't we all go to the theatre to keep up our love of 
nature and sociality? 

It was delightful to see "the house" again, and 
to feel ourselves recommencing our old task. How 
pleasant looked the ceiling, the boxes, the pit, every- 
thing \ Our friends in the gallery were hardly noisy 
19 
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enough for a beginning ; nor, on the other hand, could 
we find it in our hearts to be angry with two com- 
panions behind us, who were a little noisier than they 
ought to have been, and who entertained one another 
with alternate observations on the beauty of the songs 
and the loss of a pair of gloves. All is pleasant in 
these recommencements of a former part of one's life ; 
this new morning, as it were, re-begun with the lustre 
of chandeliers and a thousand youthful remembran- 
ces. Anon the curtain rises, and we are presented 
with a view of the lighthouse of Genoa, equally de- 
licious and unlike, — some gunboats returning from 
slavery, salute us with meek puffs of gunpowder, 
about as audible as pats on the cheek, — the most con- 
siderate cannon we ever met with : — then follow a 
crowd and a chorus, with embraces of redeemed cap- 
tives, meeting their wives and children, at which we 
are new and uncritical enough to feel the tears come 
into our eyes ; and, finally, in comes Mr. " Atkins," 
with a thousand memories on his head, — husband 
that was of a pretty little singer some twenty years 
back, now gone, Heaven knows where, like a black- 
bird. It seemed wrong in Atkins to be there, and 
his wife not with him. Yet we were glad to see him 
notwithstanding. We knew him the instant we heard 
him speak. 

Native Land (a title, by the by, which looks like 
one of the captives, with an arm ofl') is worth going 
to see, for those who care little about plot or dialogue, 
provided there be good music. Part of the music is 
by Mr. Bishop, the rest from Rossini. It is seldom 
that any of Mr. Bishop's music is not worth hearing, 
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and one or two of the airs are among Rossini's finest. 
There is Di placer^ for instance ; and we believe an- 
other, which we did not stay to hear. Wc fear it is a 
little out of the scientific pale to think Rossini a man of 
genius \ hut we confess, AvitU all our preference for such 
writers as Moaart, with whom, indeed, he is not to be 
compared, we do hold that opinion of the lively Ital- 
ian. There iis genius of many kinds, and of kinds 
very remote fi*om one another, even in rank. The 
greatest genius is so great a thing that another may 
be infinitely less, and yet of the stock- Now Rossini, 
in music, is the genius of sheer animal spirits. It is 
a species as inferior to that of Mozart, as the clever- 
ness of a smart boy is to that of a man of sentiment; 
hut it is genius nevertheless. It is rare^ effective, and 
a part of the possessor's character: — we mean, that 
like all persons who really affect anything beyond the 
common, it belongs and is peculiar to him, like the 
invisible genius that was supposed of old to wait 
upon individuals* This is what genius means ; and 
Rossini undoubtedly has one* *' He hath -a devil,*' 
as Cowley's friend used to cry out when he read Vir- 
gil; and a merry devil it is, and graceful withaL It 
is a pity he has written so many commonplaces, so 
many bars full of mere chatter, and overtures so full 
of cant and puffing. But this exuberance appears to 
be a constituent part of him. It is the hey-day in his 
blood ; and perhaps we could no more have the good 
things without it than some men of wit can talk well 
without a bottle of wine and in the midst of a great 
deal of nonsense. Now and then he gives us some- 
thing worthy of the most popular names of his cciun- 
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try, as in the instance above mentioned. Di piacer 
is full of smiling delight and anticipation, as the words 
imply. Sometimes he is not deficient even in tender- 
ness, as in one or two airs in his Othello ; but it is 
his liveliest operas, such as the Barbiere di Siviglia 
and the Italiana in Algieri that he shines. His 
mobs make some of the pleasantest riots conceivable ; 
his more gentlemanly proceedings, his bows and com- 
pliments, are full of address and even elegance, and 
he is a prodigious hand at a piece of pretension or 
foppery. Not to see into his merit in these cases, sure- 
ly implies only, that there is a want of animal spirits 
on the part of the observer. 

As we are not so fond of sharp criticism, as when 
we were young and knew not what .it was to feel it, 
we shall say nothing of one or two of the fair singers 
on this occasion, except that they did not appear to 
have a sufficient stock of the spirits we have been 
speaking of. To animal spirits, animal spirits alone 
can do justice. A burst of joy will be ill represented 
by the sweetest singing in the world that is not joy- 
ous, and that does not burst forth like a shower of 
blossoms. Of Miss Goward*s singing we can yet 
form no judgment, as she had a very bad cold ; but 
she did her best with it, and did not apologize, which 
gave us a favorable opinion of her ; and her acting 
increased it. If she does not turn out to be a very 
judicious person, with a good deal of humor, sne will 
disappoint us. Madame Vestris, though she does not 
insinuate a sufficient stock of sentiment through her 
gayeties to complete the proper idea of a charmer to 
our taste, is always charming after her fashion ; but 
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from what we recollect of her, we doubt whether her 
performance in this piece is one of her favorite ones. 
Tlie song of Is't art, I pray, or Nature ? &!ie gave w^ith 
too little vivacity ; and her part in the bolero she 
seemed to go through more as a duty than a pleasure 
— which is anything but boleresque. Mr. Wood has 
great sweetness of voice, with taste and sensibility ; 
and the sweetness is manlv* He was encored in the 
*' romance" — Deep in a Dungeon ; but we preferred 
hira in his first pleasing air^ Farewell, thou Coast of 
Glory, We shall be glad to see him again, and to say 
more of him. We suspect he has more power than 
he yet puts forth. 

There is no necessity to criticise the dialogue- The 
author himself probably regards it as being nothing 
more than one of our old unpretending acquaintances, 
yclept ** vehicles for music ^" carriers of song, us 
Messrs, Clementi*s are of pjano-fortes. Tiiere is one 
scene, however, upon which we shall suy a word* It 
is that in which a maimed husband comes back from 
the wars, and is received by his wife with aversioa 
and ridicule. It is true the caricature is evident ; it 
is the only way in which such feelings can be made 
ludicrous ; but there is sometiiing in it from which 
the heiut revolts. It is a dangerous point to divert 
ridicule from its proper objects, and give degrading 
representations of humanity. There is something, 
too, on these especial occasions, when the Joke is car- 
ried far (as is the case in violent doable meanings in 
company), by which privacy itself is turned into pub- 
licity, and we become painfully conscious of the pres- 
ence of those, with whom we could best interchange 
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the most pleasurable ideas. We profess to be any- 
thing but prudes ; we have no objection, for instance, 
to Zanina's being reconciled to " little fellows," whose 
ways are delightful ; — but because we are not pru- 
dish, we become the more jealous in behalf of what 
may be called the humanities of license. 

We must own we could not help laughing at some 
passages of Miss Goward's acting in this scene ; and 
perhaps we scan the matter somewhat too nicely. 
Those who laughed most would probably have been 
among the first to hug the remnant of their maimed 
friends to their heart. But the experiment is danger- 
ous. There is not too much sentiment in society after 
all ; and it is better not to risk what there is. With 
what relief did we not call to mind, in our graver 
moments, the sight we had once, in those boxes, on 
the left hand, of a charming woman sitting next her 
gallant husband, Colonel C, who had returned from 
the wars with the frightful loss of his lower jaw. His 
wife married him after his return ; and this, we were 
told, was she. He had his mouth and chin muffled 
up. But how did he not seem more than repaid in 
her sweet and loving presence, which we fancied that 
she pressed still closer to him than was visible in that 
of any other woman seated by her husband's side. 
When she looked in his face, we felt as if we could 
almost have been content to have lost the power of 
kissing with lips, that we might have received in all 
its beauty that kiss of the soul. 

1828. 



ESSAYS AND SKBTCHSS^ 



29s 



:adtes' bonnets in the theatre. 



IN default of having anything better to write about 
in our present number^ we beg leave to retnon- 
strate with certain bonnets, and other en 01 mi Lies, 
with which the ladies put out our eyesight in the 
thetitres. The bonnet Is the worst If you sit right 
behind it* it shall swallow up the whole scene. It 
makes nothing of a regiment of soldiers, or a moun- 
tain, or a forest, or a rising sun ; much less of a hero, 
or so insignificant a thing as a cottage and a peas- 
ant's family. You may sit at the theatre a whole 
evening and not see the leading performer* LIaton*s 
face is a glory obscured. The persona in your neigh- 
borhood, provided they have no bonneted ladies be- 
fore them, shall revel in the jocose looks of Farren or 
Dowton, and provokingly reflect the merriment in 
their own countenances, while you sit and rage in 
the shade- If you endeavor to strain a point, and 
peep by the side of it, ten to one (since Fate notori- 
ously interferes in little things, and delights in heing 
"' contrary/' as the young ladies say) — ten to one but 
the bonnet seizes tlint very opportunity of jerking 
sideways, and cutting oiT your resources. We have 
seen an enthnsiiisiic playgoer settle himself in his scat, 
and evidently congratulate himself at tiie evening he 
was about to enjoy, when a party of ladies, swimming 
into llie fieats before him, have been the ruin of all his 
prospectSp Even a head-dress, wittiout the bonneti 
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shall force you to play at bo-peep with the stage half 
the evening ; now extinguishing the face of some fa- 
vorite actress, and now abolishing a general or a 
murder. The other night, at the Queen's Theatre, 
we sometimes found ourselves obliged to peep at the 
Freemasons in a very symbolical manner through the 
loops of a lady's bowSr But the bonnet is the enor- 
mity. And we are sorry to say that the fair occu- 
pants who sit inside them, like the lady in the lobster, 
too often show a want of gallantry in refusing to take 
them off; for, as we have said more than once, we 
hold gallantry, like all the other virtues, to be a thing 
mutual, and of both sexes ; and that a lady shows as 
much want of gallantry in taking advantage of the 
delicacies observed towards her by the gentlemen, as 
a man does who presumes upon the gentleness of a 
lady. We felt, the other night, all the reforming 
spirit of our illustrious predecessors of the Tatler and 
Spectator roused within us, and in the same exact 
proportion to our regard for the sex upon witnessing 
the following prodigious fact : A lady, who came 
with a party into one of the boxes at Covent Garden, 
joined very heartily in expressing her disapprobation 
of some person in a seat below her, who was dilatory 
in taking off his hat. It chanced that this lady got 
into the very seat that he had occupied, and her bon- 
net turning out to be a much greater blind than the 
hat, what was the astonishment and the merriment of 
the complainants, upon finding that she was still less 
accommodating than the gentleman? Nothing could 
induce her to perform the very same piece of justice 
which she had joined in demanding from the other. 



We are aware that in modern, as in ancient thea* 
tres, ladies come to be seen as well as to see. 



' SpectaiUDi veninnt, veijinnl sp^ctentur ut tpBSB."^ 



But we are desiroys that tbey should not pay them- 
selves so ill a coiuplimeiit as to confound their dresses 
with themselves; it is the bonnets that are seen, in 
these cases, and not the ladies. When seen 'them- 
selves, they make a part of the spectacle, but who 
cares to look upon these great lumps of gauze and 
silk? Something; is to be allowed to fasliion, but the 
wearers might be content with showing that their 
heads could be us absurd as other people's, and then 
lay aside the absurdity, and show that they under- 
stood the better part of being reasonable, Thej urge, 
when requested to take llieir bonnets ofT, that tliey 
"canoot*^ do it; meaning, we suppose, besides the 
*' will notj" which "cannot** so often signifies, that 
their heads are not prepared to be seen — that their 
hair is not dressed in the proper manner ; but it would 
be easy to come with ft so dressed ; the bonnet is not 
the only head-dress in fashion ; and, above all, it 
w^ould be a graceful and a sensible thing to remember, 
that in coming to a place where the object is to enjoy 
pleasure, their own capability of pleasure is interested 
in considering that of others* We never feel angry 
with a woman except when she persists in doing 
something to diminish the delight we take in com- 
plimenting the sex, 

1831. 
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MOLIERE'S TARTUFFE. 

THERE is something very delightful in the friend- 
liness of intercourse that has sprung up between 
France and England since the late troubles. Cabi- 
nets may quarrel again, and wars be renewed ; but 
the more intimacy there is in the mean time between 
the two nations, the less they will' be disposed to be 
gulled into those royal amusements. Formerly this 
kind of intercourse was confined to kings and cour- 
tiers ; and whenever these gentlemen were disposed to 
pick a quarrel with one another, the people were sent 
on to fight, like retainers to a couple of great houses ; 
their employers all the while making no more of the 
business than if they were playing a game of chess. 
Nations are growing wiser on this head ; and nothing 
will serve better to secure theip wisdom than an inter- 
change of their socialities and an acquaintance with 
the great writers that have made them what they are. 
It was with singular pleasure, therefore, that we 
found ourselves, the other night, sitting at a French 
play in the British metropolis, and that play Molidre's. 
There, on the stage, was Moli^re, as it were himself; 
there spoke his very words, warm as when he first 
uttered them ; there he triumphed over hypocrisy, 
and was wise and entertaining and immortal. But 
what, in the mean time, had become of Louis the 
Fourteenth and his splendor? What of all those lords 
and courtiers, who used to make a brilliant assemblage 



around him (we could not help fancying them in this 
very pit), and praising" or withholding their praise of 
the immortal in an, as the king spoke or held his 
tongue? Gone is all that once filled that splendid 
'" parterre/* like the flowers of any other garden i 
gone all their plunie&T and ribbons, and piilvilio, and 
their bowing gananirjes, and die very love that here 
and there lurked among them, like a violet among 
tile tulips : but there stood the spirit of Moliere, as 
fresh as ever, and casting on their memory (when 
you thought of it) its only genuine lustre- 
It is curious to think how this great writer had to 
win his way into toleration through the prejudices 
attached to a stage life ; and how he depended upon 
men who were comparatively nothing for an intima- 
tion to the rest of the world t that a great and origi- 
nal genius was really worth something. It is to tlie 
credit of Louis, that he managed his kingship in this 
matter in good taste, and allowed the genius of Moli- 
^re to be pitted against the marquises and grimaciers 
of his court. If he had not stood by him, those but- 
terSles the peiiis-maUres^ and those blackbcetles the 
priests, had fairly stifled him. It was lucky that he 
wrote when the king was no older, and before he had 
become superstitious* It gives one a prodigious idea 
of the assumption of those times, and the low pitch at 
which an actor could be rated in spite of his being a 
great genius, that a shallow man of quality having 
found something ridiculous in Moli&re's mention of 
a " cream tart" in one of his comedies, and not liking 
the raillery with which the author treated his criti- 
dim, contiived to lay hold of his head one day aa the 
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actor made him a bow, and crying out, " Tarte a la 
creme^ Molitre I Tarte a la creme 1 " rubbed his face 
against his cut-steel buttons, till it was covered with 
blood. For this brutality it never entered any one's 
head that an actor could have a remedy except in 
complaining to the king; which the poet did, and the 
peer was disgraced. Another anecdote, to the same 
purport, is more agreeably relieved. Moliere, by way 
of being honored, and set on a level with gentlemen, 
had been made one of his Majest3''svalets-de-chambre. 
Presenting himself one day to make the royal bed, his 
helper abruptly retired, saying that he should not 
make it " with an actor." Bellocq, another valet-de- 
chambre, a man of a good deal of wit, and a maker 
of pretty verses, happening to come in at this junc- 
ture, said, " Perhaps M. de Moliere will do me the 
honor of allowing me to make the king's bed with 
him." Moliere was a man of great heart, very gener- 
ous, but sensitive also, and subject, in the midst of his 
pleasantries, to that melancholy which is so often 
found in the company of wit. Any delicacy towards 
him must, therefore, have been extremely felt, though 
on the subject of scorn and arrogance he, doubtless, 
had no proportionate soreness at heart. His wisdom 
and genuine superiority must have saved him from 
that. It was on the side of his sympathies, and not 
his antipathies, that Moliere was weak. He troubled 
himself with a wife too young for him: and after 
having ridiculed jealousy in his comedies, was fain to 
acknowledge that he felt it in all its bitterness him- 
self. Candor takes away the degrading part of these 
mortifications, but the sting is there, nevertheless. 
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What endears us the more to h!s sincerity, and to the 
habitual kindness of his heart, is his saying to his 
frtend Chappelle, whom lie made his father confessor 
on this occasioni tliat *•' findings how impossible it was 
to conquer his jealousy, he began to think that it 
might be equally impossible in the object of his af- 
fections to get rid of her coquetry." The worst of 
it was, that their ages were unequal. His young wife 
(the daughter of an actress in his tarps drama iique^ 
which gave rise to a scandal reftited by the date of 
their connection) was Jierself an actress, beautiful, 
and surrounded with admirers^ She probably loved 
the poet as well as she could* but found that she loved 
people of her own age better; while he, taking his J 
undying admiration of beauty for a right to possess it, fl 
forgot, till too late, thnt poets* hearts remain young 
much longer than their persons* The consequence 
w^as, that two people, both of them, perhaps, very ■ 
worthy, became a grief and torment to one another, i 
merely because incompatible marriages are permitted ; 
for Moliere had been a great ridictiler of marriage, 
and there, no doubt, lay ta good part of the sting. He 
should have gone abroad more out of the society of 
his corps drama tlque^ and found some charmer to 
love less unsuitable to his time of life* There are 
bom poetesses, in their way, among the women, whom 
temperance and the graces help to keep young even 
in person, imd often in a more touching iTianner than 
the young and thoughtless. Moliere should have laid 
his laurelled head in the lap of one of these. She 
might have repaid his candor and tenderness with a 
like generosity. 



302 THE WISHING-CAP PAPERS. 

But we are forgetting the play. — The house (the 
Lyceum) opened for these performances last Wednes- 
day, It has been newly fitted up for the purpose, 
with fresh mouldings or compartments round the 
boxes (we forget exactly what), and a drapery of scar- 
let and white, very handsome. The prices, to nearly 
the whole of the pit, remain the same as before, three 
and sixpence ; but six shillings are paid for seats on a 
bench or two, and seven for those in a part of the 
orchestra. Some boxes may be taken by the evening 
at two, three, and four guineas, according to the num- 
ber of persons and the situation of the box. The rest 
are let for the season at prices which look enormous ; 
being eighty, one hundred and twenty, or one hundred 
and sixty guineas for forty nights. The performances 
will be three times a week, Monday, Wednesday, and 
Friday, till Lent. Money is not taken at the door. 
There is a list of the places where you can get tickets, 
at the bottom of the play-bill, such as the booksellers, 
in Bond Street ; Marsh's, in Oxford Street ; Wilson's, 
at the Royal Exchange, &c. We bought ours at Mr. 
Neele's, a door or two on the left of the main en- 
trance to the theatre out of the Strand ; which we 
mention in order to show that people may go as usual, 
with no more trouble than if they paid at the door. 

The performances of the evening were Tartuffe, 
followed by a coronation of the bust of Moliere ; La 
Fille mal gardee^ a vaudeville in one act, and 
L* Ambassadeur^ another, in which Perlet, who acted 
Tartuffe, and who is the principal performer of the 
company, reappeared in the chief character. We 
shall confine ourselves to the first piece, which, in- 
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de^d, is the only one we saw, and which is quite 
aiifficient to see and to think about for one thue. Our 
observations upon it will not be directed to scholars 
only, and readers of French ; but, agreeably to the 
pliin pursued by us in a former publication, we shall 
endeitvor to give all such readers as have a relish for 
what is good, a ta!=*te of jt somehow or other, let them 
have missed scholarship, great or small, as they may* 
French is a very common acqnirentent , yet there are 
numbers unable to read even French, wlio very much 
deserve to do so, and who have a genuine perception 
of a ^ood thing when it comes before them* 

Few readers need be informed, but all will be glad 
to know, that tlie comedy of Tartufle (from wliich our 
popular play of the Hypocrite is taken, which made 
the selection of it on this occasion every way judi- 
cious) may be ranked among the avant com iers of 
the knowledge and liberality of these times. It is a 
masterly satire upon religions hypocrisy ; and on its 
first appearance at Paiis, in an age full of well-fed devo- 
tees and gallant confessors, w^as received accordingly. 
The first three acts were brought out originally before 
the court at Versailles, in the year 1664 ; but what 
may be called the first public representation of the 
entire piece did not take place till 1667, when it wa§ 
performed at Paris, and prohibited next day by an 
order from the First President of Parliament. Moli- 
ere himself had to announce the prohibition, which 
he did in the following manner : ** Gentlemen, we 
reckoned this evening upon having the honor of pre- 
senting you with the Hypocrite ; but Monsieur the 
First President does not wijih us to plajt him/* Our 
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author must have reckoned very confidently on the 
kingf s protection to be able to joke in this manner.* 
The time, indeed, was lucky for him so far. Louis 
was then young and gay, and equally victorious in war 
and gallantry. He had a minister the avowed patron 
of men of letters (Colbert), and a general who loved 
humor and original genius (Turenne).t He did not 
think fit to let the piece re-appear for a year or two ; 
but Moli(^re remained on the best terms with him ; 
and, in 1669, Tartuffe rose again in spite of its ene- 
mies, and has remained ever since a stock acting 
piece, — the glory of the French stage and the hatred 
of bigots and impostors. Perhaps they are more bit- 
ter against it in their hearts this very moment than 
they have been for these hundred years ; the Jesuits 
having trimmed their dark lanterns once more, and 
pieces of this kind offering the most insurmountable 
barriers against the reaction of priestcrafl.} 

It has been thought curious by some, that in the 



* Another turn was given to this bon-root in one of the provinces. The bish- 
op, in a place where they were going to perform the comedy, had lately died. 
His successor was not equally disposed in favor of theatrical representations ; and 
orders were given to the actors that they should quit the town before he made his 
appearance, which he was to do the next day. Accordingly, when the time was 
come for giving out the performances of the next evening, the announcer, affect- 
ing not to know that his lordship was to arrive so soon, said, " The Hypocrite, 
gentlemen, to-morrow." 

t See in the works of La Fontaine a pleasant account of a chat that took place 
on the road between Turenne and that poet, when the former was on his way to 
one of his campaigns. 

t The speech of Father Nitard to the Duke of Lerma may be taken as a speci- 
men of the pitch of insolence, worthy of Tartuffe, to which priests could be trans- 
ported m those days. He was a Jesuit, and confessor to Louis's mother-in-law, 
the Queen of Spain. He told the duke one day, " that he ought to treat him 
with more respect, as he had every day his God in his hands (the Eucharist) and 
his Queen at his fett.*' 
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English Hypocrite the ridicule should be confined to 
sectarians, while in the original it attacks hypocrites 
of the establishment. This is to be accounted for on 1 
a variety of grounds. In the first place, the Catholic fl 
establishment* especially as it existed in France at i 
that time, did not make such an. exclusive matter of 
difference of opinion as the hierarchy in England j 
while, on the otlier hand, certain disputes in it were 
so fierce, and yet all parties pretended pretty nearly 
to such an equal measure of piety, that to make a 
heterodox person of the Tartufte would have been 
absolutely to neutralize the satire on hypocrisy. It 
would have been a mere party libel. An English 
Methodist pretends io peculiar sanctity j but formal- 
ists of a similar description in France were hardly 
known till a later period* Again, a Catholic estab- 
lishment is of a much more miscellaneous nature 
than a Protestant ; admits a host of lay members, and 
otherwise aflbrds pretences for quacks and hypocrites 
of all soiis. It is a much larger world, in which vice 
may be found in the particular, with less offence to 
the main body. Then, again, there is confession, and 
the admission of interferers and regulators into the* 
tenderest privacies of life. These people were very 
often at variance with the rest of the families whose 
heads tliey lorded it over (as Moliere has taken care 
to show) ; they were sometimes very otHcious in state 
matters and at court, where, indeed, the clerical power 
claimed a kind of sovereignty of its own, independent 
of that of tiie civil and executive (a pretension against 
which our anti^popery men are still warning us) ; 
and, above all, at the time when Moli^re wrote, the 
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king was not only young and gay, and inclined to 
" cut " his religious mortifiers, but the Great Cond6, 
then in favor, was a sworn enemy of bigots ; the Pope 
had not long since been bearded by the. French au- 
thorities in Rome ; cardinals and bishops were, for 
the most part, laymen at heart, and mixed not only 
with politics but with the pleasures of life ; in short, the 
" cloth," as a matter of any solemnity, was at a disad- 
vantage ; and to pretend to an unusual measure of 
sanctity was, in some sort, to offend priests as well as 
laymen. Moli^re himself tells us that he had the 
approbation of the Legate ; and that the greater part 
of the bishops, to whom he had taken care to read 
his work, were " of the same way of thinking as his 
Majesty."*' Nevertheless, a tremendous cry was 
raised against it, even before it appeared. The author 
was called, he tells us, a libertine, a blasphemer, a 
devil incarnate ; and no sooner was it brought out, 
than very worthy people, acted upon by the cries of 
bigotry, joined in the wish to have it suppressed. The 
President of Parliament, who agreed to become the 
instrument of the suppression, was the celebrated 
Lamoignon, the friend of Boileau, and reckoned one 
of the best men in the world. Boileau helped him, 
perhaps, afterwards to a better judgment. Menage 
tells us expressly, that he himself spoke to the Presi- 
dent about it, and told him that the moral of the 
play was excellent, and calculated to be of public 
service-t 

Menage, in the same passage of his book, ventures 



* "Premier Placet, pr^sent^ au Roi, sur la comedie du Tartuflfe." 
t Menagiana, p. 43. Edit. 1694. 




had been acciistamed to a very bad taste h\ particular, 
which Molifire rooted out. The classical scholar was j 
judicious and generous enough at the time to acknowl- j 
edge the reformation ; but» perhaps, he never heaitily f 
forgot his old propensities. Perhaps, also, he grudged ' 
Mo! (6 re that extraordinary facility in versifying, whtdi i 
Boileau has recorded with astonishment.* 

The happy power for wliich Boileau here praises 
his fri«nd, is one of the most remarkable things in the 
Tartuffe. Those who know the Hypocrite of the 
English stage, know the other in a certain way j and 
know it well* But there is no comparison in the two * 
styles ; every word telling with double force in the 
Frenchmau*s mouthy and uniting with the familiarity 
of prose the terseness of wit in rhyme. Let the read- 
er imagine the best colloquial verses of Dry den or 
Pope, full of wit and humor, uttering the finest knowl* 
edge of life, comprising a plot no less interesting than I 
simple, agitating the feelings deeply before they havej 
done, and dismissing the audience in the most gener- 
ous disposition for truth i and they have a picture of \ 
this great and perfect comedy* An English audience^j 
10 their own language, could not relish a comedy ml 
rhyme so well as the French can- Their mannersj 
are less conscious and mixed up. They could not so" 
easily take an artificial grace for a natural one. But 
lieard through the dimness of a language not habitual 
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to US, we become just enough sensible of the grace 
and power of the versification to admire the comedy 
the more, without being the less sensible of its truth 
and nature. 

In venturing to lay a scene of it before the reader, 
we have, therefore, not ventured to do it in rhyme. 
It is, indeed, an injustice to the author, in one sense, 
not to do so (supposing we were able to do it) ; but 
it would be hurting the effect of his truth and humor, 
which are the greater matters. We have selected the 
scene more particularly, because it exhibits what we 
conceive to be the greatest and most original trait in 
the author's genius ; to wit, his delight in putting a 
good, broad, sustained, and even farcial-looking jokci, 
knowing it to be founded in exquisite truth, and re- 
solving to relish it with us, unalloyed, for that reason. 
It is the spirit and gusto of the truth, taking place of 
the formal image ; and only making us hail and in- 
corporate with it the more. The scene is between 
Orgon, the credulous master of the house, who makes 
an idol of Tartufie, and Dorina, the servant, a great 
enemy of the impostor, and burning to see him de- 
tected. Tartuffe has not yet made his appearance, 
and this is the first time Orgon has made his. Let 
the reader admire the singular skill with which, in 
the midst of this "joke run down," the audience are 
let into the interior of the host's credulity, and of 
Tartuffe's power and worldliness. Orgon says but 
two things alternately throughout ; and the performer 
must be imagined at once giving us a sense of this 
monotony of ideas, and varying the expression of 
them for the true comic effect. A little pause must 
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be fancied occasionally, and a face full of meaning. 
The author of the Hypocrite has not ventured upon 
it; — but imng^ine it in the hands of Mimden f To 
complete the scene, Orgon^s brother-in-law, another 
enemy of Tartu ffe*s, is present, wondering all the 
while at his infatuation. Orgon has just come from 
the country, and after interchanging civilities with 
his brother, begs him to excuse him a little while he 
talks with the servant^ and asks after the welfare of 
his house. He addresses her accordingly : — 

^' Well, DorLnA, has rverything h^ttn gcing on iHA it shmild da theie two daftf 
How do thty all do? And wh^t have they been about f 

Dffr. My mistress was ill the d^f before jrciterda^ with a ftVN. She bad 4 
tiea^aidie qaite dreadful to think of 

Of^. And Tarltt^e f 

Dm"* Tartufle \ O, he is wpntlerfully well i hi and hcar^, a fresh cooi- 
pt«xioft» and a mouth as red as a rosE, 

Or^r {turning about with an aif of fondness). Facr so^II 

D^r, In the evening coy miEtre$£ "waji taken wkh a tickoeai^ and could not 
toiich a bit of ttipp^T, her head was 50 bad. 

Qrg. AmdTartnftt 

I^^fw O, seeing she coiild nnt eat, he ent by hinis^lf; and very devoully 
swallowed two partridges with a gocd half of a bashed leg of mnttca. 

Org, P&crsmtlt 

Dm'. My mintreia did flot ahtit her eyes all night The fever hindered 
btr tttym getting: a wiuk of aleep, attd we were obliged to watch by her tiU 
momiug, 

Ow£. And TartHff^e f 

i?cw, TartwITe^ hiappy gfntkrtian, with a comfortable yawn, goes right from 
table to bed, where he plunges into hij. warm nest, and sleeps s^utidly till 
morning 

D&r* At lait we prevailed npon Madame to be bled* whit:b gave ber gpcnt 
Tdief 

Org, And Tarht^t f 

Bor, Monaieur Tartuffe wai very miitb relieved alsoL fie found faim«iE^U!' 
chanoin^ and to repair the lo^ of the blcKod which Madame had siistamcdi totik 
ffiur draughlH of vrine with bis breakiiist, 

Qrt-^ P9&ri^t 

Der* In abort, bcth are veiy wclJ now ; sn I'll go ajid tell my tnistneas you 
arc CDinm& and how happy you arc to hear sh? i-i recovered/* 
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We have left ourselves very little room to speak of 
the actors. In fact, we must see them again before 
we can venture to speak much ; and then we shall 
feel diffident, except in speaking of what all the world 
may judge of. French nature is, in some respects, so 
different from ours, — we mean that the same nature, 
where great passions are not concerned, exhibits 
itself in such various ways through the medium of 
national manners, — that all critics ought to be cau- 
tious how they pronounce upon it, especially those 
who know more of the language in books than as it 
is spoken ; which we confess to be our case. We 
shall therefore wait, and judge cautiously. Mean- 
time, we cannot help saying, that M. Perlet appears 
to us a performer of the very first merit, full, both of 
sensibility and judgment, relishing, self-possessed, 
various, — " up," as the phrase is, to every situation, 
and every part of it ; and with an equal perception 
of the gravest as well as the lightest things he has to 
say. There was an air of singular depth and inten- 
tion throughout his performance ; and when he turned 
with that preternatural insolence of heart, after his 
detection, and pausing before he spoke, with his arm 
up, and an air of frightful preparation, told the master 
of the house " to go out of the house himself, for it 
was his,'* — there was something ghastly and awful 
in it. The house was so still we felt as if we could 
almost have heard the rain out of doors. Yet the 
same man, we are told, is wonderful in clowns and 
idiots, and is but a young actor. We must not forget 
Madame Daudel, a sort of younger Mrs. Davison ; 
very pleasant. She acted Dorina. 1828. 
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HEREDITARY HOUSE OF PLAYERS. 



*HE other day we heard of an indiscreet young 
Lord, who took it in hts hend to perform on a 
private stage, and performed very badly. This is the 
consequence of people goings out of their spheres : 
an eccentricity, which the wisest cannot be guilty of 
ith HTipunity, Had this tyro of quality, by tlie de- 
cease of the Peer, hts brother, found himself in his 
right element, that is to say, in the House of Lords, 
he 'would, of course, have displayed a talent for legis- 
lation, because he inherits it. He may appear, for 
the present, to be nothing but a dandy and a foolish 
fellow, but the moment he got there, we should have 
his first vsrise speech ; and all the speeches that fol- 
lo'vved would be equally wise. To hear him talk just 
now, not being a Peer, we allow might lead people 
to suppose that he could do nothing but swear, and 
nfiay ** By G — d," and gamble, and babble of wine and 
vomen ; but only let the Peer, his brother, make 
room for him, only let him seat himself on the magic 
bench and wisdom shall flow from his lips; no ques- 
tion, however knotty, shall come amiss to him : pointii, 
which the House of Commons could not decide, 
^hall come before bjm to be settled, and he shall at'l- 
ile tfiem well ; the whole country shall be satisfied : 
his tenants shall rejoice, especially if he has given 
them reasotis why three parts of them are to be 
ejected from their houses ; he shall disburse, till one 
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in the morning, jurisprudence, eloquence, wisdom, and 
taxation, all by virtue of the noble cock-fighter his 
ancestor, whom Charles the Second gifted with those 
accomplishments by patent, and then roll to the gam- 
ing-house in his carriage to swear, and say "By 
G — d," and gamble, and babble of wine and women, 
out of pure refreshment after the fatigues of sapience. 

Now only fancy an actor attempting to legislate by 
virtue of his ancestors. It is clear the man would be 
preposterous. Had the late Mr. Kemble stood up in 
the House of Lords, and after his best consideration 
of the matter in hand, attempted to make a speech, 
who supposes that he could have at all equalled my 
Lord Grey? Who fancies that Garrick could have 
risen there, and shown any wit, however sharp and 
epigrammatic he may have been in the green-room? 
Who thinks that Mr. Kean could even have looked 
clever ; that Mr. Charles Kemble, not having a Lord 
to his father, could have had the least aspect of no- 
bility ; or that Mr. Dowton or Mr. Farren could 
have been as facetious as the Duke of Newcastle? 

On the other hand, if we could but discover the 
descendants of Garrick and the other actors of past 
times, great or small, what a House might we not 
have of hereditary performers ! That polity would 
be quite feasible, and it is astonishing that no aris- 
tocrat of histrionic propensities ever thought of it. 
When Charles the Second had his Richmonds, Graf- 
ton, St. Albans, and other little dukes, he doubted 
whether some of them ought to have been dukes, see- 
ing that their mothers were actresses. What a pity 
the idea did not come into his head of giving a new 
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kind of patent to Drury Lane, and making them and 
their descendants actors forever I What a pity that, 
while he was ennobling the children of the Cleve- 
kndSf QuerouatUes, and other tlliistrious ladies^ and 
rearing up legislators out of their lightness, he did not 
en-kisirionize the sons of the Nell Gwynnes, Bet 
tertons, Lacys, and others, whose hereditary powers 
of performing Hamlet and Macbeth might have 
charmed ns to the end of time ! That this might 
have been done, whatever Jacobin critics pretend, is 
proved by the existence of our hereditary lawgivers. 
To give law is no easy task- Our peers are jealous in 
vindicating its dignity, and in protesting that the vul- 
gar are unfit for it* To be sure there is the House of 
Commons, who are legislators and not hereditary ; 
but they would make sad work of It without the 
peers* In fact, they do but represent the peers, just 
as a lower house of players might perform under 
the auspices of an upper, and say nothing but what 
the great lords and box- mongers of Drury and Co- 
vent Garden allowed them* There is no talent 
among Uicm j no fit legislation. How can there be,^ 
if legiahibility can be conferred by ancestry, and is I 
thus a ^m^sui generis P For either a talent for law- 
making is hereditary I or it is not. If it is not, then ■ 
we could have no house full of hereditary wiadomtM 
whereas, it is manifest vt^e ha%'e* If it is hereditary, i 
as we have seen it is, then it must depend upon being 
inherited, or it would be a pure llgment, and no great- 
grandson would be capable of solving knotty points 
because his progenitor was a Marquis; which would 
be a very ludicrous conclusion, and Jiai irea, 
against the shit^*. 
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The feasibility of an Hereditary House of Perform- 
ers (peer-yormers rather), being thus established, 
the next thing is earnestly to recommend its adoption, 
and the next to enjoy the imagination of it. We 
fancy ourselves going to the Hereditary Play-house, 
not, as now, doubting of the success of this and that 
player, and vexed at the truth that is in us, because 
we may have to record his failures, — but sure of fine 
actors and actresses in all the parts, delighting in the 
report we shall have to make of them, and wonder- 
ing how that Jacobin fellow that criticises them in the 
Tri'color^ can dare to contradict the whole feeling 
and intelligence of the community, which is a rap- 
ture of hereditary delight. For always let us bear in 
mind, that if some tens among us inherit the power to 
legislate, and may be made to inherit the power to 
act plays, all the rest of the world inherit a natural 
respect for them, and would be as much charmed to 
pay money at the pit door to see the Right Theatrical 
the actor of Macbeth^ as they are to give up their 
pound notes, daughters, and tenements to the Most 
Noble the Ejector and Legislator. 

The following may be taken as a specimen of the 
criticism in which it would be the " pride and pleas- 
ure " of all the loyal critics to indulge : — 

Last night the tragedy of Othello was performed 
at the Hereditary House of Players. The part of 
Othello by the Right . Theatrical Joseph Garrick ; 
Desdemona, by the Right Fascinating Mrs. Betterton ; 
Emilia, by the Most Forcible Mrs. Pritchard ; Cassio, 
by the Right Clever Mr. Williams ; lago, by the 
Most Acute and Insinuating Mr. Ebenezer Cooke; 
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and the Duke of Venice, by bis truly noble Repre- 
sentative Mr. Algernon Booth. We have only to 
name these iOustrious peer- formers^ to show how 
well they must have sustained their characters. The 
speech of the great Joseph Gairick — Had it pleased 
heaven ^ &c*, was all that could be expected from the 
known pathos of the peiforraer^s house \ it would be 
needless to dwell on the hereditary tones of Mrs. 
Betterton ; the title of Most Forcible shows what a 
hand and arm Mrs. Pritchard must derive from her 
ancestors ; Mr. Williams in Csissio, had all the drunk- 
ness and incapability of speech for which his pro* 
genJtor was conspicuous; and the Duke was most 
tlucal. It IS well know^n to the critical reader, that no_ 
part in the list of hereditary characters is better Sus 
tained than that of Duke ; it has the singular goo^ 
fortune of being at once the most easy and mos 
noble of tliem all ; and the Duke before us could not 
have performed his part better if he had been the 
founder of his title. The unhandsome critic who 
writes in the Tri-coiory and %vho is the antagonist of 
everything established and all moral orders to the 
private boxes, would in vain dispute the talent anj 
utility of this noble house* and its power to represen 
adequately its original worthies. In vain he say| 
that the Right Theatrical Mn Joseph Garrick is 
laughable instead of pathetic ; that the present Mrs« 
Betterton is the transmitter, not of her great-grea^B 
grand mother^s face, but of the several foolish ones 
that have inten^ened ; thai the Most Forcible Mrs 
Prhchard is as weak a woman as ever got in a pas 
&ionj and that Mr. Algernon Booth, though gc 
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enough for a Duke, is fit for nothing else, and has not 
an idea. in his head. Such opinions as these can 
only end in bringing everything great and established 
into contempt, and rendering the poor dissatisfied 
with the salaries paid to these delightful servants of 
the public. His enmity is the more absurd, when we 
come to consider that it does not signify, after all, 
whether the worthy progenitors of this noble house 
were, in a certain sense of the term, worthy or not, 
since it is the king that makes noble actors ; so that 
if the whole race were to be destroyed, he could 
niake as many again to-morrow, and therefore se- 
cure the blessings of hereditary genius to our pos- 
terity. It is true shallow minds might argue against 
the necessity of demanding any talents in the first 
possessor of a theatrical title : but a mixture of these, 
as great stage-men well know, makes the system 
" work better : " and whether such were the case or 
not, there is this final argument to put down all 
sneerers and innovators forever ; to wit, that with- 
out an Hereditary House of Performers, to stand 
midway between the royal and plebeian ends of the 
town, there would be no safety for East-end or West. 
The city, for want of a tragedy to keep them in awe, 
would immediately go in an uproar, and get up a 
tragic comedy at St. James's, to the great danger of 
his Majesty's person ; or the executive powers, for 
the want of a tragedy to remind it of the right of the 
subject, would march into the city, and help itself to 
all those pockets of the middle orders, out of which 
the Hereditary House is at present maintained for 
keeping them inviolate. 
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AU which, if it is not tlie case In other countries, 
and vile un theatrical republics, ought to h&^ and so 
the argument; holds as good as if it were* 



MADAI^IE PASTA. 






GOING to the Ktng^s Theatre again is a very di^ 
ferent thing from renewing one's acquaintance 
with the other theatres. We confess, with all our 
love of Itulian and of siiighig, we do not like it so 
well* The quiet seems pleasunter at firsts treading 
upon matting is a sort of polite and gingerly thing;, 
and it is interesting to look around for those beautifu! 
faces belonging to Lady Charlottes and Orolines- 
dropping their lids down upon us as if they wore 
coronets, and not always the better for it But 
the cue of polite life is to take indifference for self- 
posseision \ and you are not seated long before you 
begin to feel that there is an air of neutrallzntion and 
falsehood around you. The quiet is a dread of com- 
mitting themseives ; — people come as much to be ' 
seen as to see ; — tire performers in the boxes prepared 
for disputing attention with those on the stage; — 
men lounge about the alleys, looking so very easy that 
they are evidently full of constraint ; the looks of the 
women dispute one another's pretensions \ — if you 
have been long away, you are not sure that something 
U not amiss in your appearance ; that you are not. 
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guilty of some overt act of a wrong cape, or absurd 
reasonableness of neckcloth ; in short, you feel that 
the great majority of the persons around you have 
come to the Opera because it is the Opera, and not 
from any real love of music and the graces. The 
only persons really interested, writh the exception of 
a few private lovers of music here and there, are the 
young and inexperienced ; musicians, who come to 
criticise the music ; and foreigners, whom it is pleas- 
ant to hear speaking their own language. After all, 
these last are the only persons who seem at home. 
The musicians are apt to be thinking too much of 
their flats and sharps, and compasses of voice. The 
young people, though they dare not own it to them- 
selves, soon get heartily tired of everything but look- 
ing at the company ; and the private lover of music 
gets as tired with the glare and commonplace of nine 
tenths of the performance. 

Thanks and glory to Pasta, who relieved us from 
all this spectacle of indifference and pretension the 
moment we heard the soul in her voice, and beheld 
the sincerity in her face. Pit and boxes were at once 
forgotten, quality, affectation, criticism, everything 
but delight and nature. Like a lark, she took us up 
at once out of that " sullen earth," and made us feel 
ourselves in a heaven of warmth and truth, and 
thrilling sensibility. If these are thought enthusiastic 
phrases, they are so. What others could we use to do 
justice to the enthusiasm of genius, and to the delight 
it produces in those golden showers out of its sky? 

We saw Madame Pasta, for the first time, years 
ago, in the character of the page in I^ig'aro^ and 
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afterwards in that of the female (we forget her name) 
in the Clemen za di Tito, who sing^s with her lover 
the beautiful duet, Deh frendi un dolce ampiessa. 
In the page, if we retollect, we thought her heavy 
and ungain. In the other part, we remember that 
Begrez, a singer not given to too much passion, stood 
while he was singing the dnet with her, holding her 
hand, not indifferenlly as they generally do, but with 
tenderness and affection, cherishing it against his 
bosom ; a piece of nature which we have since at- 
tributed to her suggestion. If we are wrong, we beg 
his pardon. At all events, it was creditable to him, 
suggested or not. 

Since we have seen Madame Pasta again, the heavy 
kind of simplicity which wk recollect in her Figaro 
must either have been the consequence of her having 
a greater taci for nature and troth, than she at that 
time fcit experience enongli to put forth, or her per- 
formance of the pnrt may have been better suited to 
the character than we took it for. The page, in that 
very breath-suspended and conscious piece, which is 
always hovering on the borders of strange things, is 
in reality in a very awkward position, and extremely 
sensible of it ; and we are not sure, if we could have 
seen Madame Pasta in it, with as much knowledge 
of her then as we persuade ourselves we have now, 
that we should not have found her the exact person 
for the character, and presenting a portrait, full of 
truths In its very ungainness and want of teaching. 

Truth is the great charm of this fine vocal actress. 
She waits upon it, without claim or misgiving j and 
like a noble mistress, truth in turn waits upon her, 
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and loves her like her child. We never saw anybody 
before on the stage who impressed us with a sense of 
this sort of moral charm in its perfection. Even Mrs. 
Siddons had always a queen-like air in her nature, 
which seemed to be conscious of the homage paid it, 
and to crown itself with its glory. Madame Pasta, 
as the occasion demands, is tranquil, grave, smiling, 
transported, angry, afiectionate, voluptuous ; intent 
at one minute as a bust, radiant as a child with joy 
at the next ; intellectual as a Muse, full of wily and 
sliding tones as a Venus ; in short, the occasion itself, 
and whatever it does with the human being. Imagine 
a female brought up in solitude, with a natural sin- 
cerity that nothing has injured, walking quietly about 
a beautiful spot, reading everything that comes in 
her way, accomplished, at ease, getting even a little 
too fat with the perfection of her comfort and her 
ignorance of anything ungraceful ; and imagine this 
same female gifted with as much sensibility as truth, 
and weeping, laughing, and undergoing every emo- 
tion that books can furnish her with, as she turns 
over the leaves ; and you have a picture of this noble 
performer, and the extraordinary effect she produces 
without anything like theatrical effort. Not that she 
cannot indulge the critics now and then with the idea 
of a stage actress, and set herself to make her bravura 
cflective ; but truth is at the bottom even of that, and 
she is sure to throw in some tone and sweet reference 
to nature ; as much as to say to the lovers of it, " Do 
not imagine I have forgotten you." She is like a 
nature full of truth, brought out of solitude into the 
world ; — and too much habituated to sincerity, too 



ESSAYS AND SKETCHES. 



3^1 



sweet in the use of it, and too conscious of Lhe power 
lit gives her, to forego so rare, so charming, and so 
rtriiimphant a distinction* 

We do not pretend to liiake anj discovery in this 
matter* The accoynts we heard of her in Aledea 
sliowed us that the discovery hfid been made already ; 
and it has been set forth by a critic, worthy of that 
name, in an article comparing; this ** perfection of nat- 
ural acting ** with that of the French, With a reference 
to this article, which is to be found in the Plain Speak- 
er » Vol, 111, and which we regret we have no room 
to quote, for nothing need be said of the opera itself, 
we must conclude, Tancrcdi is said to be one of 
the most popular of Rossini's opera s, but Is by no 
means one of his best } being crammed, in fact, as 
full of commonplaces and old threadbare recitative 
as nine tenths of it can liokl. It is theatrical clothes- 
man's music. But there is good in the remainder ; 
and the fine air, Di tanti faipiti^ is part of it. If 
any one thinks he has heard this air a hundred times, 
Ltill he has got tired of it, let him never mind, but go 
i.and bear it from Madame Pasta ; he will then find he 
has never heard it before. We have left ourselves as 
little room to speak of tlie other performers, some of 
them excellent in their way, especially Madame Cara- 
dori ; but after our new, true, and most original ac- 
quatntance, even the best of conventional singers 
become comparatively uninteresting* Caradori is 
like a sweet and perfect musical instrument, by the 
fiide of her ; not that she does not act too better than 
most singers ; she even contrives, in her manners, to 
give us an amiable as well as clever idea of her; 
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but Pasta, coming upon all this, even in her most tran- 
quil moments, seems like the very noontide of human- 
ity risen upon a cold morning of it. There is more 
efiective grace in the least of her movements, though 
she is too fat, and sometimes looks heavily so, than 
in all the received elegancies of the stage ; — so beau- 
tiful as well as great is truth. By the way, we had 
forgotten to say that her voice is not perfect. Who 
asks whether any voice is so, when sensibility and 
sincerity speak together, and the sound is hugged into 
one's heart ! 



We wish to add something to our last article re- 
specting the truth and beauty of this singer's perform- 
ance. It has been suggested to us, that Madame 
Pasta is not so much absorbed as people may think 
her in the business of the scene ; that she finds time, 
like other singers at the opera, for those little inter- 
changes of by-jokes and grown-children's play, by 
which they occasionally refresh themselves from a 
sense of their duties ; and that, in a concert-room or 
an oratorio, where no illusion is going forward, we 
should find more defects in her as a singer than we 
are aware of. Finally, another friend tells us, that 
we make a good deal of what we see ; and in our 
gratitude for a favorite quality, find more of it to be 
grateful for than exists anywhere but in our own 
imaginations. 

We doubt whether we are not committing the dig- 
nity of the critical character in thus admitting that 
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our Opinion can be disputed privately. A corre- 
epondeot is another matter- He approaclies his critic 
A\*ith a curtain between^ and the latter retreats farther 
into the mystery and multiplicity of his plural ** we,'* 
leaving his questioner uncertain how many secrect 
faculties and combined resources of experience he 
may not have ventured to ditfer with. But to ac- 
knowledge that we are mortal and individual men, 
"singular good" fellows, who can be disputed with 
over one*s wine and tea, face to face, and be forced to 
say *' I ; " and give a reason, with more privilege to be 
wrong than any other man*s reason ; all this would be 
very frightful to us, if instead of being critics or judges, 
sitting aloof above sj^mpathy, and periwigged with 
imposture, we did not profess to be what we really 
are, nothings but Companions i men %vho get from 
sympathy all they know, and do not care twopence 
for anything but truth and good-fellowship. 

We say, then, to these our objectors, public or 
private (for after all there is no difterence between 
them, except as to the dry matter of fact ; we take a 
real bottle with one, and an imaginary one with the 
other) — we say, filling our glass, and looking them 
in the face, with all that bland beatitude of certainty, 
so convincing in any man, especially if he does not 
proceed to argue the point {as we have an unfortu- 
nate propensity to do) — My dear So-and-so, you are 
most horribly in the wrong. I wonder at a man of 
your intelligence. Yon surprise me. Do you think 
so J indeed? Well, you astonish me. Tm sure, if 
you would but reflect a little. Well^ I never. You 
are the last man I should have thought capable 
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of using that argument. Nothing will ever persuade 
me^ &c. 

These answers ought to be convincing. But as 
some unreasonable persons may remain, who are not 
so easily convinced, and as we have a conscience that 
induces us not to leave them out, we shall proceed to 
observe, that all which is urged against us on the point 
in question may be very true, and Pasta yet remain 
just what we have described her. In the first place, 
it is not necessary to suppose her absorbed in the 
business of the scene in order to do it justice. It 
would be impossible she could do so, if she were. 
" If a man," said Johnson, " really thought himself 
Richard the Third, he would deserve to be hung." 
All we contend for is, that Madame Pasta has the 
power, to a surprising extent, of pitching herself into 
the character of the person she represents. The great- 
er this power, the more suddenly she can exercise it. 
She touches the amulet of her imagination in an in- 
stant, and is the person she wishes to appear. It is a 
voluntary power of the extremest degree, in one sense : 
and yet, in another, it is the most involuntary ; that is 
to say, she can abstract herself at a moment's notice 
from circumstances not belonging to the scene, and 
yet in the next she is under the influence of the char- 
acter imagined, as much as if she were a child. We 
will venture to illustrate this by a reference to author- 
ship and to ourselves. We shall be talking, for in- 
stance, in the midst of half a dozen friends : they 
shall all be talking with us : and we shall be thinking 
no more of authorship than of the Emperor Nicholas. 
On a sudden it becomes necessary that we should 



Dk at our paper, and give a turn to some story or 
other piece of wridiig, serious or merij. Ip a mo- 
ment we are as abstracted as if we were a hundred 
miles off. We hear the conversatioti no more tlian 
people hear the rumbling of llie coaches when they 
are not thinking about them ; and, with the laugh 
hardly off our lips, become as grave as the heroine of 
our stor)- ; or, with the tears almost in our eyes, sit 
down to give the iinish to a joke, and tickle ourselves 
into laughter with the point of it. Now why should 
we not believe, that what we ourselves can do, others 
cannot do twenty times as well? 

That Madame Paijta should not feel everything^ just 
as strongly as she iniagines itj and that she should 
give evidences to near obsei*vers that she can occa- 
sionally amuse htrself, as other favorite performers 
do, with ccilain quips and cranks among one another, 
takes away nothing of the imaghiative truth of what 
she has to do, and only adds to the evidences of the,j 
voluntary power. We certainly doubt whether sheM 
could do this so well in some characters as in others. 
We should guess that she was least able to do it 
much, and most inclined to do it at all, when per- 
forming characters that tried her feelings the most 
severely* There are stories of Ganick*s turning round 
with a comic grin in the thick of tlie distresses of 
King Lear; and similar stories have been related of 
Mr. Kean. Believe them if you will; but do not 
believe tliat those great performers felt less the truth 
of what they were about. Perhaps what they did was 
necessary, as a relief to their feelings; just as sensitive 
men will shock company sometimes by cracking jokes 



326 THE WISHING-CAP PAPERS. 

upon some topic of distress. It is not because they 
do not feel it, but because t4iey do, and because some 
variety of sensation is necessary to enable them to 
endure their feelings. If an actor were to feel, un- 
mixed, all he seems to feel in such characters as Lear, 
he would go nigh to lose his senses in good earnest 
Tragic actresses, the most eminent, have been known 
to faint and go into fits upon the performance of a 
trying character. Perhaps they would not have done 
so had their personal character contained variety and 
resource enough in it to call in the aid of this occa- 
sional volatility. Even Garrick is known to have 
looked prematurely old. Yet Garrick had everything 
to support him — fortune, prudence, and a good con- 
stitution. When we hear actors, equally great in 
their way, but less happy in bodily frame, rebuked 
severely for certain excesses alleged against them, we 
sometimes think it a pity that the rebukers do not 
know what it is to go through all that wear and tear 
of sensation, and to be at a loss how to keep up a 
proper level of excitement in their general feelings. 
We are not sure that Madame Pasta does not uncon- 
sciously let herself grow fatter than might be wished, 
out of an uneasy feeling of something to be supported 
and strengthened in this way ; especially when it is 
considered that persons of her profession lead arti- 
ficial lives, and cannot so well be kept healthy as oth- 
ers, by good hours and a life otherwise uninterfered 
with. 

As to a concert-room or an oratorio, it is a dull 
business compared with singing amidst the feelings 
of a scene. Such places are fittest for instrumental 
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performances, and for instrument-like singers* In 
the concert-room the audience expect little passion, 
and fiiitl it. They arc themselves in a dull and for- 
nml state ; there is often a majority of musicians pres- 
ent, and a majority of musicians caanot be of the first 
order, nor do they desire anything of the first order in 
others. They wish the sing^ers to act up simply to 
their own notions of excellence, which are bnt a re* 
flection of themselves. All is quiet, mechanical^ medi- 
ocre. Up gets a lady or gentleman, book in hand, 
and out of this is to disburse us the proper quantity 
of notes, checked by that emblem of reference to the 
dead letter. She does so j is duly delivered of a B, 
or a D, and everything is '* as well as can be ex* 
pected," 

So in an oratorio. The audience are all assembled, 
as giave as need be; the season, and the usual dull 
character of oratorios, helps to formalize them \ there 
is a good deal of mourniug in the house, aad sacred 
lusic is to be performed, mixed with a little illegal 
profane. Tliat is to say, there is nothing real in the 
business, and nobody cnn be either properly merry or 
moumfid* Which is just the case. In comes a gen- 
tleman, dressed in black, hitching his way along side- 
ways, and leading a lady up the alley behind the 
orchestra ; another follows, and another, equally 
polite and preparatory; it is Madame So-and-so, in a 
hat and feathers ; it is Miss W. or Mrs. Z-^ all dresseti 
like other gentlew^omen, which is od<l \ and like other 
gentlewomen they take their seats, and look as if they 
dught to drink tea* Music books make their appear- 
incei as m the concert-room, and up rises the lady or 
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gentleman to sing in the same formal manner, and be 
discreet in their flats. The sacred music drags, the 
profane music hops, and the audience wish them- 
selves in their beds. 

Madame Pasta may probably not excel at such ex- 
hibitions as these. We do not desire that she should. 
It would not be easy to persuade us that, sing where 
she may, her singing would not be better than the 
most formal perfection ; but the worst thing we can 
say of an oratorio is, that not even she can take us 
there. Put her on the stage, or in a company among 
friends, let loose her feelings, and then we have the 
soul of music ; and this is the only real music in the 
world. 

That we make what we find on such occasions, 
and listen with our imaginations upon us, is only 
saying, in other words, that the occasion is fit to 
excite the enthusiasm ; otherwise how does it happen 
that it is not equally excited on others? Doubtless 
there must be enthusiasm and imagination to do fit 
justice to the same qualities in the performer. Love- 
liness must have love. But how is it that love is 
excited by some things and not by others? How is 
it that multitudes are wound up to enthusiasm by one 
orator and not by another, and that Madame Pasta 
produces the same sensation from Naples to Berlin? 
She is not an unknown singer, trumped up by a sol- 
itary enthusiast. Cities are her admirers ; and she 
would take hearts by storm everywhere, whether 
critics explained or not by what magic she did it. 

It is nevertheless very pleasant to us to know what 
the magic is. We never feel the value of criticism. 



except when it enables us to double our delight in this 
manner ; for none can hold in greater contempt dian 
we do the comaion cant of criticism j or less pride 
themselves in finding out those common defects to 
which critics in general have a natural attraction. It 
is tx'uth that gives Madame Pasta lier advantage ; the 
same truth, yes, the very same spirit of sincerity and 
stratghtfoi"wi*rdness which is charming in conversa- 
tion and in matters of confidence ; which enables 
one face to look at another, unalloyed with a con- 
tradiction, and makes the heart sometimes gvish in- 
wardly with tenderness at the conntenance that little 
suspects it. The reason is, that some of the most 
painful infirmities with which the state of society 
besets us are then taken away, and we not ouly think 
we have reason to be delighted, but are sure of it. 
For this we know no bounds to our gratitude ; and 
it is just ; for you could not more transport a man 
shaken all over witli palsy by suddenly giftiug him 
with firmness, than you do any human beiug, in the 
present state of things, by making him secure upon 
any one point which he ardently desires to believe in. 
There Is, therefore, a moral charm, of the most liberal 
kind, in Madame Pasta's performances, which argues 
well for her personal character ; and personal char- 
acter, wi^h as we may, always mingles, more or less, 
with the impression created by others upon us. It is, 
indeed, a part of them, which helps to make them 
what they are, olF a stage or on it, pretending or not 
pretending* It is true tliere is a diBerence between 
moral t^ruth and imaginative ; and it does not follow 
that, because Madame Pasta tells tlie truth in every- 
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thing she does on the stage, she should be an example 
of the virtue elsewhere. It is an argument, however, 
that she would be so ; just as the taste for an accom- 
plishment implies that a person is more likely to 
excel in it than if there were no such taste. Madame 
Pasta has to look sorrowful, and no sorrow can be 
completer : — she has to look joyful, and her face is 
all joy, — as true and total a beaming as that of a girl 
without a spectator, who sees her lover hailing her 
from a distance. We have seen such looks, and they 
have stood us instead of any other certainty. Mad- 
ame Pasta knows the truth well, and knows how to 
honor it ; and this is an evidence that the inclination 
of her nature is true, whatever ^the world may have 
done to spoil it. We are aware, mind, of no such 
spoliation. Our impulse, if we knew this charming 
performer (which is a pleasure incompatible with 
the confounded critical office we have taken upon us), 
would be to give as implicit belief to everything she 
said off the stage as on it. But we wish to guard 
against a wrong argument, and to show the triumph 
and the beautiful tendencies of truth, whether borne 
out in all their quarters or not. 
1828. 




OPERA OF THE WHITE AND RED ROSE, 

— MADAME PASTA IN THE LOVER. 



MAYER'S opera of the White and Red Rose 
(Za I^osa ^iarica e ia Ros£t Rosso) was 
brouglit out at the King's Theatre on Saturday even- 
ing, Madame Pasta being the hero of it. We remem- 
ber nodcing a playbill of this piece once at Genoa, 
and makmg up our minds not to go and see it, be^ 
cause it was historicaL Song is for passion in its 
own shape, and not mixed up with the squabbles and 
pretences of history. Great writerSj as a musical 
frJend observed to us, have rarely bid their scenes 
in the midst of these impertinences, which augur ill 
for the composer* It is true, there is apt to he very 
little history after all in such pieces ; but what there 
is does them injury. We do not want a singing Earl 
of Derby, singing foot-guards, and a warbling sheriff* 
These matters of the Court Calendar jar n gainst one's 
enthusiasm, and the case is worse because it comes 
home to us in our own country. Fancy a love adven- 
ture mixed up two centuries hence with the differ- 
ences between our Military Premier and Mr. Hus- 
kisson ; the king going in and out, singing Ok Dio; 
Lord Goderich tender in a Gavatina, the ladies all 
mystified, and a chorus of journalists at midnight 
{Numi and iu?ni) calling upon the powers above to 
throw a h'ttle light on the business. 
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Signor Huski. Dice di si, come io, il 
Vellingtonne. 
{Entra il Duca.) Di si ? Di no. 
Coro di Giornalisti. Or cosa dice Huskisonne? 

\_Mr. H. The Noble Duke says 
Yes ; so all is done. 
{Enter Duke.) Says Yes ? Says No. 
Chorus of yournalists. Now what says Huskis- 

son ?] 

Reader. But, sir, this is a caricature. 

Critic. It is so, like the subject ; but the spirit of 
our objection is good, and opera goers feel it to 
be so. 

Signor Mayer's opera is not of the highest order, 
nor is it by any means of the lowest. We do not 
know whether this is the same composer who has 
written several pleasing airs, — one of them with a 
very striking and characteristic exordium ; we mean 
Chi dice mal d' amore. The emphatic drop on the 
last syllable of the word falsita in that air, is a touch 
of real genius. Madame Pasta would give it with a 
corresponding beauty of gesture, impressing her firm 
and indignant hand upon it with all the grace of a 
noble scorn. There are two Mayers, we believe, both 
writers of pleasing melodies ; though, perhaps, we 
are naming together two unequal men. One of them 
is the author of a graceful ballad, beginning Donne 
V afnore escaltro poragletto. At all events, the name 
led us to expect more melody than we found in the 
new opera ; or, perhaps, we should say, more origi- 
nal airs : for there is a vein of rambling melody 
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throughout the piece^ and, if not much invention, 
Lfi great deal of taste and feeling. The music is so 
'good that we expect it every minute to be better. 
There is now and then a very delicate commentary 
of accompaniment, throwing out little unexpected 
passages both learned and to the purpose. The best 
of the regtilar compositions are the duets. There are 
two between ^Madame Pasta and Curionj {In tai mo- 
menta in tlie first act, and M deserto il bosco in the 
Liecond) for which alone the opera is worth gw\^ to 
'hear. Cunoni,who has a manner of feebleness and 
indiflTerence in general, seems inspired when he comes 
to sing with Pasta. Her part is one of the least 
effective ones she has had ; but cverythiog becomes 
elevated by that fine face of hers, and that voice breath- 
' ing the soul of sincerity. The words core and a more 
^are never commonplaces in her mouth. They resume 
all their faith and passion. They are no more like 
the same words in ordinary, than gallantry is like 
love, or than scipio^ any walking-stick, was Scipio 
who supported bis father. Pasta has a large heart in 
her bosom, or she could not have a voice so full of it. 
This it is Uiat gives her the ascendency in the scene : 
that lifts her, ^"^ dolphin-like, above the element she 
lives in/* and sports, and rules, and is a thing' of life, 
in those deep waters of her song. Not thut other 
singers have no hearts, and may not be excellent peo- 
ple, but that they have not the same faith in the very 
Dunds and symbols of cordiality, and cannot be at a 
"moment's notice in the world which they speak of. 
The common world hampers and pulls them back- 
It was well noticed by a lady in the pit, that she is 
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not hindered of her purpose by a break now and then 
in her voice, the bubble of a note or so. She slides 
over it as if it were a molehill under her chariot 
wheels, and abates nothing of her triumphant prog- 
ress ; nay, adds a grace and a dignity on the strength 
of it, as if it were a new proof how indifferent to the 
spirit of the passage was the ground the most mate 
rial to those who can look no higher. Besides, there 
is a suffering and permission in it that belongs em- 
phatically to passion. If it were for want of skill or 
deliberation, it would be another thing. But in the 
rich haste of emotion, pearls are dropped as of no con- 
sequence. The profusion of real wealth allows us to 
notice them only as things that would make others 
poor. 

Being closer to Madame Pasta than usual this 
night, we had a completer opportunity of noticing the 
extraordinary grace of her movements. She is never 
at a loss, because she never thinks of being so. She 
leaves the whole matter to tr'uth and nature, and these 
settle it for her, as completely as they do for an infant. 
You might make a picture from any one of her pos- 
tures. A favorite action of hers, and one extremely 
touching, is, after venting a passion of more than usual 
force, to put up her hands before her eyes, laying and 
shutting up, as it were, her looks in them, as if to hide 
fuom herself the sight of her own emotion. When she 
opens her arms in a transport of affection, leaning at 
the same time a little back, and breathing and looking 
as true as truth could wish, her heart seems to come 
forward for one as real, and her arms to wait the 
sanction of its acknowledgment. For all arms, be it 
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observed, are not arms, whatever they pretend j any 
more than all that pretends to be love is love, or all 
eyes have an insight. Some arms are a sort of fore 
legs in air, merely to help people's walking. Others 
have machines at the end of them, to take wp victuals 
and drink with, or occasionally to scratch out one's 
e3'es. Others, more amiable^ are to hang armlets and 
bracelets on, or to be admired for a skin or a shape ; 
and then ladies put them iti kid gloves, on purpose to 
take them off, and lift them indirterenlly to their cheek 
with rings on their fingers, and people say, What an 
arm Mrs. Timson hasl But the real arms are to 
serve and love with, to clasp with j to be honest and 
true arms, content to be admired for their own sakes 
if the possessor be wortli>s but happy to enable you 
to lose sight of them for the sake of the heart and the 
honest countenance* It is out of an instinct to this 
purpose (for the least of our gestures have their rea- 
son, if we did but scan it) that Madame Pasta throws 
back her arms, as if things only in waiting, and brings 
forward her heart, as if the approbation of that alone 
would sanction their use. It is for a similar reason, 
that we admire those women who can afford to make 
no display of the beauty of any particular limb, but 
reserve it for the objects of their love and respect to 
find out* It shows they are richer than in ipere limbs* 
And, for the same reason, one hates all that French 
dancing, with line showy limbs and senseless faces, 
which follows the musical performances at this house, 
and is just the antipodes of all that charms us in Pas- 
ta's singing. If her limbs were among the poorest 
in the world, they would become precious as warmth 
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and light, with that smile and those eyes ; whereas, 
if a French dancer could, by any possibility, have 
limbs like a Venus, with a face no fitter to look at 
for ten minutes, or for one, than nineteen out of 
twenty of them possess, she might as well, to our 
taste, be as wooden and pointed all over as a Dutch 
doll ; which, indeed, in her inanimate posture-mak- 
ings and senseless right angles of toe, she very much 
resembles. These people are made up out of the toy- 
shop. They are dolls in their quieter moments, and 
tee-totums in their livelier. A mathematician should 
marry one of them for a pair of compasses. 

We must not forget to mention that Madame Cara- 
dori, whose illness had been previously stated to the 
public, went through her part in the opera in spite of 
it, though evidently in a state of suffering. She could, 
of course, be expected to do little ; but what she did 
was good, and, at least, wanted nothing of its touch- 
ingness. There is, at all times, something amiable in 
the manner and appearance of this singer. Her more 
than usual delicacy the other night, together with her 
white dress, which had a long bodice with a cross 
over it, and her hanging, uniform-looking sleeves, 
gave her the appearance of a Madonna in one of 
Raphael's pictures. 

We must relate an anecdote of Madame Pasta, 
highly corroborative of what has been said of her. 
Some gentlemen, who knew her well, informed a 
friend of ours when he was in Paris, that she would 
come home from the opera, and sit in a passion of 
tears at the recollection of what she had been acting. 
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They tokl Jiiin that nothing could be more una fleeted, 
and that she would say she knew it to be idle, but that 
she ** conld not get the thing out of her hc^d*" This 
IS just what iniagiiintive people would expect her to 
say. She never pretended that she had ttd^en herself 
for the character she represented, hut she h;id sympa- 
thized with it so strongly that it became the next 
thin^ to reality; and if our hearts cnn he touched 
and our color changed by the mere perusal of a trage- 
dy, bow nmch more may not a woman's nature be 
moved that has been almost idenlified with the ca- 
1 amities in It ; that, by force of imagination, has 
brought the soul pf another to inhabit her own warm 
being; and has entertained it there as tlie very gnesc 
of humanity, giving it her own heart to agilatej and 
taking upon herself the burden of its infirmities 1 



r 



ON FRENCH OPERA DANCING, 



DANCING IS either the representation of love- 
making, or it is that of pure animal spiiitSs 
giving way to their propensity to motion. It is the 
latter, most probably, that strikes out the first idea of 
it, as an nrt ; the former, tbat completes and gives it 
rt feeuliment The ntdest savages tlance round a vfs- 
itoi** roliter ones treat him with a dunce of the 
sexes* 

But French opera dancing is neither the one nor 
the other* It pretends both, only to shovi' bow little it 
as 
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has to do with either. There is love in the plot ; there 
is mirth in the stage directions : but you find it no* 
where else. Think of a man making love, with no 
love in his countenance ! of a girl, as merry as a 
grig, hut destitute of the least expression of it, except 
in her toe ! A French ballet is like a rehearsal, with 
the emotion left out. There is scenery ; there arc 
dresses and decorations ; some story is supposed to 
be going on ; but the actors are really apart from all 
this ; wrapped up in themselves, and anxious for 
nothing but to astonish with their respective legs, and 
fetch down applause from the galleries with a jump. 

Enter, for instance, two lovers, with a multitude of 
subordinate lovers to dance for them while they rest. 
The scene is in Turkey, in Italy, in Cyprus ; but it 
might as well be in the dancing-master's school-room, 
for anything it has to do with the performers. For- 
ward comes the gentleman, walking very badly, like 
all dancers by profession. He bridles, he balances 
himself, he looks as wooden in the face as a barber's 
block, he begins capering. That there is no meaning 
in his capers but to astonish, is evident ; for, in his 
greatest eflbrts, he always pays the least attention to 
his love. If it is love-making, it is the oddest in the 
world, for the lady is forgotten, the gentleman capers 
by himself, and he expresses his passion by seeing 
how many jumps he can take, how often he can 
quiver his feet before he comes down, how eminently 
he can stand on one leg, and, finally, how long he 
can spin round like a tee-totum, as if he had no brain 
to be made giddy with. Suddenly he stops, like a 
piece of lead ; and having received his applause for 
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being a machine, stalks ofl" as proud as a peacock, 
curving out bis arms, holding his head up, nnd turn- 
ing his toes east and west, as if it were a grace to be 
splay-footed. All this is certainly not '* the poetry of 
niotion," 

It is now the lady's turn. She presents herself 
equally alone and enamoured ; she looks grave and 
anxious, not at her lover, but the pit ; no other emo- 
tion ia in her face, but t lien her toes are very lively, 
and she begins by standing upon them. She seems 
to say, *• You see what it is to love and be merry ; it 
is to look like a school-girl before her master, and to 
have insteps as pliable as India-rubber," She then 
moves onward a Httie, and careers hither and ihither^ 
prettily enough as long as it resembles any real dan- 
cing; but this is rot her ambition. On a sndden she 
stops like the gentleman, balances herself, tries her 
arms and legs, like a young crane learning to fly, then 
jumps up and down as high as she can, quivering her 
calves (those only seals of emotion), and finally gives 
a great spin round, as long as possible, looking like a 
bust and a pair of legs, with an inverted bowl for a 
petticoat. This she puts an end to by the usual leaden 
stop* as if rooted with fright ; the tribute of applanse 
Is received with the due petrifaction of countenancCt 
or a smile no less unmeaning; and off she walks like 
her inamoi-ato^ equally pompous and splay-footed ^ to 
stand cooling herself in the background, and to aston- 
ish the inexperienced with the shortness of her dra- 
pery and the corpulence of her legs* 

Those legs are a sight, unquestionably- If any two 
balustrades of a bridge were wanting, here is the 
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remedy. There is a fair dancer now at the opera, 
who, from a principle well known to the metaphysi- 
cal, seems to be ostentatious of two phenomena of 
this kind, in the exact proportion that she ought to 
conceal them. She appears to consider them as prize 
calves, and makes as great a show of her favorites as 
an Essex grazier. The simile is not handsome, but 
we forget the bearer is a woman when we look at 
such legs. Not that very true women may not have 
legs a little superfluous. Madame Pasta has them. 
Mis. Jordan's legs were handsome rather as a man*s 
than a woman's ; and yet who ever doubted that she 
was a very charming female ? It is not the leg, but the 
spirit with which it <s worn; and, upon this princi- 
ple, a woman with thick ankles may step about our 
imaginations like a fairy, and another with thin ones 
trample them as if they wxre lead. If a woman has 
grace at her heart, her movements wmII be graceful and 
her step soft, let her legs be what size they may. If 
she has not, the downwardness of her spirit will put 
a vulgar weight in her feet, let them be naturally as 
light as a zephyr's. She shall shake the room as she 
walks, like an ale-wife. But huge legs in a female 
are not particularly valuable for their own sakes, as 
our fair friend at the opera seems to think. Dancing 
tends to make them so ; but this is not what we go 
to see dancing for. Here, however, lies the secret. 
Body is everything in opera dancing, and mind noth- 
ing. To show a limb, they think, is — to show a 
limb. So it is; and nothing else. But this is a 
stretch of the intellectual to which they cannot arrive. 
The audience instinctively know better ; and though 



they stay the afterpiece to admire more tliaii they pre- 
tend, are at once iimuzetl and clisapponited ; amitzed 
at the heaoties lavished upon them, and disappoitited ■ 
to find that the effect is not more beautifuL This is, ■ 
perhapSi as it should be, everythhig considered ; but ™ 
then it is not dancing. There migJit be a great deal 
less disphiy, and a little more sense j and then people 
might think of those they loved, and have their im- ^ 
aginations not unseasonably touched ; for grace is the I 
link between body and soul j and a sprinkle of that 
Attic salt on the public mind is not without its use* 
At present, whatsotjver their inclination to the con- 
trary, the spectators, before tlie scene is half over, fed 
only that there is a glare and an impertinence ; that a 
few hulf-naked-looking people are walking about, and 
twirling, and looking stupid ; and that if this is vo- 
luptuousness, it is a very indifferent thing. The young 
may be amused with the noveltynj and the iniagi native 
may try hard to be kind to it, but if tliere arc other 
persons present, who have no greater ideas of what is 
elegant and altractive, than the scenes they meet with 
in French opera dancing, they are in as fair a way as 
can be of being the commonest and weakest people 
in the world, ^nd realizing as little true pleasure as 
the w*ooden faces they look at. Now and then there 
15 a single figure worth seeing ; sometimes, thongh 
rarely, u whole ballet. Des Hayes used to come 
bounding on the stnge like a deer* Angiolini was 
interesting in Floia; and even V^stris (as long aa 
you did not see his flice) had an etlect beyonrl that of 
his twirling, when he touchctl her round the waist as 
Zephyr, and took her with him up in the air. Out 



( 



342 THB WISHING-CAP PAPBRS. 

there was poetry in the story. The air blew from 
the fields of Ovid and our childhood. The best opera 
dancer we ever saw was a female at Turin, of the 
name of De Martini. She united the activity of the 
French school with the grace and fervor qf the Ital- 
ian ; and did not make her bounds and her twirlings 
for nothing. She would come, for instance, from the 
other end of the stage, in a series of giddy move- 
ments, and finish them with pitching herself into her 
lover's arms. Here was love and animal spirits too, 
each warranting and throwing a grace on the other. 
Surely a set of Italian oi* Spanish dancers would make 
a revolution in this matter, in the course of a season 
too, and put an end to a school which must be as 
little profitable in the comparison as it is unmeaning 
and delightless. 

How diflferent a French opera dance, and one of 
their dances on a green of a Sunday evening I We 
have had the pleasure of seeing the latter ; and 
nothing could be merrier or to the purpose. But 
there is all the difference in the world between French 
nature and French art. The one is human nature — 

" Dance, and Provencal song, and sun-burnt mirth ; " 

the other is Paris and affectation, the pedantry of 
pleasure. French opera dancing is like French paint- 
ing, — a petrifaction of art, an attempt to set rules 
above the relish of the thing; and it ends in the same 
wa}', by being a kind of inanimate sculpture. Their 
dances on the green are as good as the dancing of 
birds. Spanish dancing is more passionate. We 
thought when we first saw a bolero we had never seen 
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dancing before. Those fervid alternations of court- 
ship, and iKat wrld careering of one person round 
the olheri dancjiig in every limb, and seeming to 
sweep the very ground as they went with the tips of 
their fingers, the music fermenting all the while, and 
the castanets ciackmg like joints, —* it looked like a 
couple of ahortginal beings newly made out of the 
whole ardor of the south, and not knowing how to 
vent the tormenting pleaiiure of their existence, De 
Martini made us feel that all this might be controlled 
into a sentiment; and Italian dancing, wc should 
guess, would be as fine, in its way, as Italian paint" 
ing and music, if properly cultivated* The Germans 
used to be violent clanccis, as became their heavy- 
laden tables. Of late 5*ears they have taketi to the 
most languid and voluptuous of nil dances, as if they 
had no alternative but to go to an extreme. We must 
not omit to do justice to one French dance, the min- 
uet, which is the perfection of artificial grace, the 
dance of the courtier and fine lady, brimful of mutual 
compHment, arising out of an infinite self-satisfaction. 
A bow or courtesy is made, as if it w^ere to nothing 
under a prince or princess* A tip of the finger ia 
presented as if it were a jeweL How proud the 
deference I How dignified the resumption ! What 
loftiness in the hat I What greater ascendency in 
the very sink of the petticoat! What idolatry and 
self-idolatry of approacli I What intensity of separa- 
tion, the parties retreating with iiigh woriship from one 
another, as if to leave space enougli for their triumph 
to iwell in I It seems as if nonediould dance a miEi^^ 
uct after Louis the Fourteentli and his Montespans. 
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It is the excess of pretension, becoming something 
real on that account ; and belongs to an age of false 
triumph and flattered assumptions. The Minuet de 
la Cour is the best minuet, and seems to liave been 
inspired by its name. Mozart's minuet in Don Jnan 
is beautiful and victorious ; but it is not as pregnant 
with assumptions as the other, like a hooped petticoat ; • 
it does not rise and fall, and step about in the same style 
of quiet and undoubted perfection, like a Sir Charles 
Grandison or Lady Grave-airs : it is more natural and 
sincere, and might be danced anywhere by any two 
lovers, not the nicest in the world, proclaiming their 
triumph. We have seen Charles Vestris and somebody 
else, we forget whom, dance the Minuet de la Cour^ 
but it was not the real thing. You missed the real prer 
tenders, — the proper fine gentleman and lady. Mr. 
Kemble should have danced a minuet, if he could 
have danced at all ; and Mis. Olclfield risen in her 
'' chintz and Brussels lace " to accompany him. 

Let us not, however, be ungrateful to all stage- 
dancing in Enj^land. Three stage loves have we 
known in the days of our youth ; as good love, and 
better, than is usually entertained towards persons 
one is not acquainted with ; for it gave us an interest 
ever after in the fair inspirers : and two of these ladies 
were dancers. Our first passion of the kind was for 
the fine eyes and cordial voice of Miss Murray, after- 
wards Mrs. Henry Sicklons ;• our second for the lady- 
like fij/iirc and sweet, serious countenance of Miss 
Seal le, a dancer (since dead), who married the broth- 
er of Sir Gilbert Heathcote ; and our third for the 
pretty cnibonpoiiU and ripe little black head of Miss 
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Ltipmo^ since Mrs. Noble^ whose clever self and hus- 
band may danc hig preserve! We thought, when she 
min 1 ied, she hnd made the fittest clioice hi tlie world- 
We hope these dechiraUons, wliich are the first we 
ever made, are innocent ; especially as vve make them 
only to onr Companion the reader. They are for 
nobody else to hear. We speak in a stage whisper* 
Our theatrical passion, at present, as he well knows, 
is for Madame Pasta j and we shall proceed, as we 
did in the other cascs^ to show our gratitude for die 
pleasure she gives us, by doing her all the good in our 
power, and not letting her know a word on the sub- 
ject. If this is not a disinterested passion, we know 
not what is. 

A word or two on our English manner of dancing 
in private : onr quadrilles and country dances. A 
fair friend of ours, whenever she has an objection to 
make to the style of a person's behavior, says, '* he 
requires a good shaking." This is what may be said 
of most of the performers in our ball-rooms, particu- 
larly ihc male. Onr gentlemen dancers forget the 
part they assume on all other occasions, as encour- 
agers and payers of compliment ; and seem, as if m 
despnir of equalling their fair friends, they had no 
object but to get through the dance undetected. The 
best thing they do for their partner is to hand her an 
ice or a lemonade; the very going for which appears 
to be as great a refreshment to them :is the taking it 
is to the other. When the dance is resumed all their 
gravity returns. They look very cut and dry, and 
snccinctj jog along with an air of indiilerence, and 
leave the vivacity of the young lady to shifl for itself. 
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The most self-satisfied male dancer we ever saw, was 
one who, being contented with his own legs, could 
never take his eyes off them, but seemed eternally 
congratulating them and himself that they were fit to 
be seen. The next thing to this, is to be always 
thinking of the figure ; which, indeed, is the main 
consideration both of gentlemen and ladies. Where 
there is anything beyond, the ladies have it, out and 
out. The best private dancer we know among the 
male sex, is one who makes it his business to attend 
to his partner ; to set off with her as if she were a part 
of his pleasure, and to move among the others as if 
there were such things in the world as companion- 
ship, and a sense of it. And this he does with equal 
spirit and modesty. Our readers may know of more 
instances, and may help to furnish them ; but the 
reverse is assuredly the case in general. Perhaps it 
was not so in the livelier times of our ancestors, when 
taxation had not forced us to think so much of" num- 
bei* one ; " and the general knowledge, that is pre- 
paring a still better era, had not unvsettled the minds 
of all classes of people as to their individual preten- 
sions. Perhaps, also, dress makes a difference. Men 
may have been more confident in cloaks and doub- 
lets than in the flaps and horse-collars of the present 
day. To get up a dance on the sudden, nowadays, 
on the green lawn, would look ridiculous on the men's 
part. At least, they feel as if it would ; and this 
would help to make it so. On the other hand, a set 
of gallant apprentices in their caps and doublets, or 
of wits and cavaliers in tlieir mantles and plumage, 
had all the world before them, for action or for grace ; 
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and a painter could put them on canvas with no det^ 
rimeiit to the scenery. We are far from desiring to 
bring back tliose distinctions. It is very possible for 
an apprentice nowadays to know twice as much as a 
cavalier ; and wc woiihl have no distitictions at all hut 
between spirit and spirit. But a dress di&advanta- 
geous to everybody, is good for nothing but to increase 
other disadvantages. Above all, a little more spint 
in our mode of dancing, and a little more of the 
dancing itself, without the formality of regular balls, 
woidd do us good, and give our energies a filhp on 
the side of cheerfulness. Fa m dies and intimate 
friends would iind themselves benefited in health and 
spirits, perhaps to an extent of which they have no 
conception, by setting apart an evening or bo in the 
week for a dance among themselves. If we htive not 
much of *■ the poetry of motion '' among iis» we may 
ha%'e plenty of the motion itself, which is the healthy 
part of it ; and ihe next best performer to such a one 
as we have described is he who gives hhiiself itp to 
the pleasui'e and sociality of the moment^ whether 
a good dancer or not. 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF OLD ACTORS. 

THE removal of our place of publication to Brydg- 
es Street has reminded us, that many years ago 
we began writing theatricals at the house two doors 
from us, where the paper (The News) is still pub- 
lished in which we made our debut. May it live for- 
ever ! We rejoice in its neighborhood, and hope it 
is not sorry for ours. It must now be nearly thirty 
years since we first wrote articles in the newspapers. 
We were then in our boyhood, or rather lad-hood. 
Not many years short of that period, we adventured 
on the perilous task of criticism ; and here we are 
agaiii, in the same street, almost on the same spot, 
occupied with a new paper,* and pursuing the old 

* TheTatler, a literary and tlieatrical paper, which Hunt edited from Septem- 
ber 4, 1830, to February 14, 1832. " It was a very little work," he writes, in his 
Autobiography, "consisting but of four folio pages ; but it was a daily publica- 
tion. I did it all myielf, except when too ill ; and illness seldom hindered me 
either from supplying the review of a book, going every night to the play, or 
writing the notice of thj play the same night at the printing-office. The conse- 
quence was, that work, slight as it looked, nearly killed me; for it never pros- 
pered beyond the coterie of play-going readers, to whom it was almost ex- 
clusively known ; and I was sensible of becoming weaker and poorer every day. 
When I came home at night, often at mcrning, I used to feel as if I could 
hard'y speak ; and for a year and a half afterwards a certain grain of fatigue 
seemed to pervade my limbs, which I thnu:;ht would never go oft". Such, never- 
theless, is a Inbii of mind, if it be but cultivated, that my spirits never seemed 
belter, no:- did I ever write theatricals so w?!', as in tlie pages of ihis most un- 
rcmuneraiingsreculation." According to Sir Thomas N. Talfcurd, Leigh Hunt 
gave theatrical criticism a place in modern literature. " In criti'jlsm, thus just 
and picturesque," says Sir Thomas, "Mr. Hunt has never been approached; 
and the wonder is, that instead of falling off with the art of acting, he even grew 
richer; for the articles of the Tatler, equalling those of the Examiner in niceness 
of discrimination, are superior to them in depth and coloring." — Talfourd's 
Critical and Miscellaneous Writings, article On the Late William Hazlitt. — £0. 
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track. It makes us feel as if we were beginning life 
over agiiiii. 

Drnry Lnnc Theatre is not the same identical 
Dniiy Lane it was then. It is on Hie sume spot, hut 
its body lias been altcrt^d. It is tbc old friend with 
a new face. Coven t Garden lias cxperiencGcl the 
same rejuvenescence, Alas I why cannot actors and 
p by-goers grow young again too ! Why cannot they 
be old friends with new faces, *« the interior spirit 
the same, but the body remoulded 1 How patienlly 
one wQidd stand to have the scaflbld set up round 
about US, while the little genii (whoever they were 
that acted the part of bricklayers) should pursue 
their task of restoration, elevating one's front, extend- 
ing the wings^ and new j^lazing thflse dimmed win- 
dows, the eyes I Then to take down the scaftblding; 
and like the statue of Memnpn^ we would sing at the 
touch of morning. 

It is a pity that some such thing cannot take place, 
for the sake of those that particularly desire it. Rab- 
elais says that he wns sure he must have been the 
son of a king, because nobody had more princely 
Inclinations. We incline, in the same manner, to be 
so young in our feelings, and to desirti such a good 
long life bctbre us to do a world of things in, that 
it seems OB if wc had a light to it. Mortality is a 
good provision, considering that the world has not 
come 1o its state of enjoyment, and that people in 
general, by the limo they are forty, hardly know 
what to do with their Sundays : but an except ion 
might be made, wc think, in favor of those who 
could occupy all their hours some v^fay or other for 
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a hundred years to come, and who have not yet got 
over their love even of gingerbread. It will take 
us at least twenty years longer before we arrive at 
an indifference to lemon-cake. A " book of pic- 
tures" we cannot conceive the possibility of not 
caring for ; and as to the bright visions of nymphs, 
and goddesses, and Miss Smith, which filled our 
dreams, sleeping and waking, do we not take Mad- 
ame Pasta for the very personification of truth ? and 
did we not go seven times to see Miss Inverarity, 
because she has the very voice of. cheerful girlhood, 
high and trusting, and we are sure, while we are 
hearing her, that there is one person among the 
audience of her own age? Did we, and do we 
not believe in th^ marvels of Cinderella, just as much 
as if we had come ten minutes ago, from reading 
the little gilt story-book on a school step ? And did 
not the dance of the nymphs with torches appear to 
us as if a page out of Ovid had become true? Have 
we not, in short, faith infinite, hope, — we dare to 
add charity ; yea, even more than we had at sophis- 
ticate seventeen, when people are for being some- 
thing diflerent from what they are? We beg leave 
to say, our age \^ fifteen; we have run the great 
circle, and come round to it : and we think it a lit- 
tle hard that we are forced to look so much older. 

There is scarcely any one performer remaining at 
Drury Lane of all that we remember when we first 
began writing theatricals. We are not sure there is 
even one. Liston and Dowton came soon, but we 
recollect the debuts of both : — of the former cer- 
tainly. Farren is quite a modern, and Hsirley. 
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Mrs* Orger made her appearance years afterwards, 
and we have none of the then oJd ladies, Mrs* 
Sparks, Mrs. Mattocks, Miss Pope. TJie reigning 
women tlien were, Mrss Pope, witli her precise bit 
of a voice, and genuine humor, — Mrs. Mattocks, 
who had a never-failing recipe of a sudden flash of 
laughter, starting out of an acnd face; — the heau- 
tiful and good-natured Mrs* Powell, with her honeyed 
tones (those who recollect them surely must do 
something for her in her old a^c) ; — Miss Murray 
(afterwards Mrs, Henry Siddons), with her sweet 
Toice and eyes^ the latter a little too rolling; — Mrs, 
Henry Johnstone, a slight, handsome creature, with a 
formidable power of looking vixenish ; — Miss Dun- 
can, ijow Mrs* Davison, long a most clever actress 
with a liberal style ; Mrs. Jordan, delightful Mrs. 
Jordan, whose voice dk\ away the care^ of the whole 
house, before they saw her come in, and Mrs. Sid- 
dons, the mighty mother of the pull and sceptre. 
We always remember her as the mothert — as some- 
thing elderly, and even gaunt. We suspect that, 
with all her talents, she was, by nature, something 
of a dowager, compared with such a queen as Pasta, 

Mrs* Gibbs was flourishing at that time, but she 
was at the llaymarketi very good, iind very pretty 
in chambermaids and black-mittened rustics. 

There also was Mrs. Mills, a tight little actress, 
whose tightness led her to play drummers ; and 
Madame Storace, loud, free, and clever, with a reedy 
voice ; and Mrs. Crouch, once lovely, then going the 
way of all forsaken Princes' mistresses j and Mrs. 
Billington, the favorita great singer, looking like 
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handsome apoplexy, and straining her throat till you 
thought she would have one ; and Mrs. Bland, the 
favorite little singer, with a voice like her name, 
and a short, thick person, and dark face to match, 
which her sweet ballads made ever welcome. What 
troubles did not all these people have I What pleas- 
ures too ! And how much pleasure did they not 
give ! 

With respect to the men, we begin to think that 
Mathews was at Drury Lane in those days ; but we 
are not sure. We remember him at the Haymarket, 
where Liston came out. EUiston was the great maa 
at Drury, and John Kemble at Covent Garden. We 
used to be heretical enough to think the former the 
greater natural genius of the two, though of a less 
heroicai turn for tragedy ; and we think so still. As 
a cordial and dashing comedian, in first-rate charac- 
ters, we never saw him equalled. No gallant knew 
how to make love as he did. He had a fervor and a 
breath, as well as a cheerful eye and a most urgent 
voice, that made his energy of some consequence. 

Lewis surpassed him in airiness ; but there was no 
gentleman comedian who comprised so many quali- 
ties of his art as he did, or who could diverge so well 
into those parts of tragedy, which find a connecting 
link with the graver powers of the comedian in their 
gracefulness and humanity. He was the best Wild- 
air, the best Archer, the best Aranza ; and carrying 
the seriousness of Aranza a little further, or making 
him a tragic gentleman instead of a comic, he be- 
came the best Mortimer, and even the best Macbeth, 
of any performer who excelled in comedy. When 
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Charles Kemble acts comedy, he gives you tlie idea 
of iin actor who hus come out of the chivalrous part 
of fra^jedy. It Ls grace and show that are most natu- 
ral to hiin^ — the ideal of mediocrity, Elliston being 
naturally a comediaiij and comedy of the hi*^h est class 
demanding a greater sympathy with actual fiesh and 
hloodi his tragedy, ihongh less graceful than Charles 
Ke ni b 1 e'n, w asm ore n a tu ra land co rd i a L H e s n fie re d 
and WPS shaken more. The other, in his greatest 
grief, is bnt like the statue of some Apollo Belvetiere 
Vivified, frowning in beauty, and maknig agrace of 
his sorrow- The god remains impassive to ordinary 
sudbring. Ellis ton's features were nothing nearly so 
handsome or so finely cut as the others; but they 
were more sensitive and intelligent, lie hitd nothing 
of the poetry of tragedy ; the other has the form of It j 
bnt ElHston, in Macbeth, could give you something 
of the weak, and sanguine, and misgiving usurper j 
and in Mortimer, in the IronChesl,hc has moved the 
audience to tears. It ought not to he forgotten^ that 
he restored that chmnctcr to the stage, when John 
Kemble had killed it with his frigid! ty»* 

The tragedy of this accomplished actor was, how- 
ever, only tin elongation, or drawing out, of the graver 
ami more sensitive part of his comedy. It was in 
comedy that he was the niiistcr. When Kean ap- 
peared and extinguished Kemble, Elliston seems pru- 
dently to have put out his tragic kmip. In comedy, 
after the death of Lewis, he remained without a rival- 



* For a lively ^^ntlcrtiisttc actoimt of *lic manrtrr jiii ^vUich Kemh9» jicrrcittticti 
the pift of Sir EiIwaflI Morlimsr, secCciliiniFvn^iprsilicc to ilii& fit%t cdiilaa of 
Ttm Irao Cbesl, Kprinlcil b HeU«ti't eltttuU ol Uioad Oiins. — En, 
23 
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He had three distinguished excellences, — dry humor, 
gentlemanly mirth, and femd gallantry. His fea- 
tures were a little too round, and his person latterly 
became a great deal too much so. But we speak of 
him in his best days. His face, in one respect, was 
of that rare order, which is peculiarly fitted for the 
expression of enjoyment : — it laughed with the eyes 
as well as mouth. His eyes, which were not large, 
grew smaller when he was merry, and twinkled with 
glee and archness ; his smile was full of enjoyment ; 
and yet the moment he shook his head with a satirical 
deprecation, or dropped the expression of his face into 
an innuendo, nothing could be dryer or more angular 
than his mouth. There was a generosity in his style, 
both in its greater and smaller points. He understood 
all the little pretended or avowed arts of a gentleman, 
when he was conversing or complimenting, or mak- 
ing love, everything which implied the necessity of 
attention to the other person, and a just, and as it 
were, mutual consciousness of the graces of life on 
his own. . His manners had the true minuet dance 
spirit of gentility, — the knowledge how to give and 
take, with a certain recognition of the merits on either 
side, even in the midst of raillery. And then his 
voice was remarkable for its union of the manly with 
the melodious ; and as a lover, nobody approached 
him. Certainly nobody approached a woman as he 
did. It was the reverse of that preposterous style of 
touch and avoid,, — that embracing at arms' length, 
and hinting of a mutual touch on the shoulders, — by 
which the ladies and gentlemen of the stage think fit 
to distinguish themselves from the characters they 
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perform, and even the Pollys and Macheatbs propi- 
tiate our gooj opinion, Ellistoa made out that it wiis 
no fhame to love a vt'oman, and no shame in her 
to re tu m h is pas s i on . He took h er h and , he chert ^h c d 
it against his bosom, he watched the moving of her 
counten;incc, he made the spaceless and less between 
them, and as he at length burst out into some excla- 
mation of*' charming ! *' or '*^ lovely ! " his voice trem- 
bled, not with weakness, but widi thestrengtii and fer- 
vor of its emotion. All the Jove, on the stage, since 
this (wilh the exception of Macready's domestic ten- 
derness), is not worth twopence, and fit only to beget 
waiters. 

In calling to mind the pleasant hours that have been 
given us by the talents of Elliston, we must not forget 
to mention his defects* In tragedy, for want of a 
strong sympathy with the ftierious» he sometimes got 
into a commouplace turbulence, and at others put on 
an aflected solemnity ; and he was in the habit of 
hawing between his words. The longer he was a 
manager, the w^orse this habit became. He was not 
naturally inclined to the authoritative ; but having once 
commenced it in order to give weight to his levit3^^ be 
seems to have carried about the habit with him t<3 
maintain In's importance. Unfortunately, he fancied! 
tliat he was never more natural than on these occa- 
sions* He said once, at the table of a friend of ours, 
clapping himself on the knee, and breathing with his 
usual fervor, *' Nature-^ us sir, is everything*a^£'/ \*m% 
am always-sii^ naturabs-u//' 

Theodore Hook had a iudicr&us story of liis calling 
upon EUiston at tlie Surrey Theatre, and having some 
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conversation with him in the midst of his managerial 
occupations. In the course of their dialogue, EUiston 
would start in a grand manner from the subject, and 
give some direction to his underlings. He called for 
two of them successively in the following man- 
ner : — 

Elliston — (turning suddenly to the right, and 
breathing with all his fervor). " Night watchman ! " 
— (Enter night watchman, and has a word or two 
spoken to him by the manager.) 

Elliston — (scarcely having resumed the discourse, 
and turning suddenly as before). " Other night 
watchman ! " — (Enter other night watchman, and is 
spoken to in like manner. The histrionic sovereign 
then resumes his discourse with Mr. Hook, with 
tranquil dignity). 

We had an hour's conversation with him once at 
Drury Lane ; during which, in answer to some obser- 
vation wc made respecting the quantity of business he 
had to get through, he told us, that he had formed 
himself "on the model of the Grand Pensionary De 
Witt." Coming with him out of the theatre, we 
noticed the present portico in Brydges Street, which 
had just been added to the front, and said that it 
seemed to have started up like magic. " Yes, sir," 
said he, '' energy is the thing: — I no sooner said it, 
than it was done : — it was a Bonaparte blowT 

There was real energy in all this, and the right 
animal spirits, as well as an innocent pedantry: nor 
did it hinder him from being the delightful comedian 
we have described. He could not have been it, had 
he not been pleased with himself: and a little super- 
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fl lions self-complacency off the stage was to be par- 
doned him, A successful actor would be a phenome- 
non of modesty if he were not one of the vainest 
of men. Nobody gets such applause as he docs* and 
in such an intoxicating way, except a conqueror en- 
tering a city. 

Then there was Bannister (now enjoying the oiium 
cum bcnignitatc)^ at the top of another line of com- 
edy, not omstting homely domestic tragedy* His 
Walter, in the Children in the Wood, was as good, 
in Us way, as Mrs. Siddoos's Lady Macbeth ; and his 
Job Thornbcny, in John Bull, was as SLiperior to 
Fawcett's, as a brazier is to his brass. Bannister 
was one of those actors w!io give you the idea of 
being genuine honest men, and make you happy. 
Fawcett was excellent also in his line, whicli was 
tb*Ht of impudent servants and gambling pedagogues* 
No Fangtoss and Caleb Qjiotem have ever been so 
good as his. The other men were John Kemble, 
the very statue of an old Roman set walking; Pope, 
who had a dashing tragic style, but was monoto- 
nons, and was alvvnys lifting up his arms, like St. 
Paul preaching at Athens; Raymond-f a melodra- 
matic sort of actor, more intelligent than any one 
of the present, though harsh \ Henry Johnstone, an* 
other, of a more ideal cast, and more quietly elTective, 
though his handsomeness mnde him somewhat fop- 
pish ; Murray, thcfather of Miss Murray, a vcrj' sensi- 
ble and pleasing actor in old gentlemen ; Powell, the 
la&t of the declamatory, white-handkerchief mourners 
of an older school \ Lewis, the essence of lightness, 
of whim, of the mercurial (we have often described 
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him : * he is not to be replaced) ; Munden, who made 
every trifle of importance, and masticated his grins till 
they were irresistible ; Simons, the most filching of 
filchers ; Emery, a perfect Yorkshireman, startling in 
rustic tragedy ; Wewitzer, the only Canton ; Irish 
Johnstone, of most lackadaisical potency, and a good 
singer ; Blanchard, the best Marquis de Grand Cha 
teau we have seen, a most petulant and palsied Signor, 
— still extant, and much, in other things, as he was ; 
and afterwards came Cooke, who took almost all the 
ideal out of tragedy, but put some good stuff into 
it, and was a painfully good Sir Pertinax ; then Mas- 
ter Betty, the plaything of declamation, whose clev- 
erness deserved a better fate ; and after an interval, 
with many others still flourishing, Kean, the finest 
actor we ever beheld. 

We ought to mention Robert Palmer, a dogged kind 
of natural actor, especially in characters of sturdy im- 

• Let the reader picture to himself a slight, youthful figure, of middle height, 
with sprightly eyes half shut with laughing, a mouth that showed its teeth a little 
when it smiled ; restless, and yet gentlemanly manners ; a pair of gloved hands 
that went through all the varieties of illustration that hands can insinuate, and 
thrust the point of a joke into your ribs with a finger, to the exclamation of "you 
dog ! '* — light airy voice, harmonizing with the look of the face, often out of breath 
with spirits, and reposing sometimes on long lower tones of ludicrous contrast ; a 
head full of nods, and becks, and flutterings ; and lastly, a habit of finishing his 
sentences with indescribable exclamations oihoo I zxiAphoo ! and a look of pouting 
astonishment, as if nothing remained on earth to wonder at but his triumphant 
foppery, and he joined the astonishment in order to be in the fashion. Wc have 
nothing like it nowadays : nothing so thin, so airy, so gentlemanly, so eternally 
young : for Lewis was the very same to the last. His slendemess and his animal 
spirits preserved his look of juvenility to the moment when he took leave of the 
stage. It was in the Copper Captain^ with his epaulets dancing on his shoulders. 
He came forward at the end of the play to take leave, and for the first time in his 
life, perhaps, when on the stage, the good-natured actor shed tears and caused 
them. His gay voice failed him as he told the public that " for thirty years he 
had not once incurred their displeasure : " and he was obliged to put up bis 
codced hat before his face to hide his emotion. 



ESSAYS ANB SKETCHES. 

ppdence or sottishness; but we knew him only in lits 
decline, John Palmer was before our time. So was 
Miss Farren ; and Suett was before our critical days, 
though we remember him well, with his qtiamt^ thin 
mimner, and his little slippery laugh. 

We heard an exquisite anecdote of Suett the 
other day. It is not much to tell, but it is highly 
characteristic, Suett, it must be ohsened, was both 
one of the drollest and one of the simplest of man* 
kind. His reltsh of a joke was infinite, but he gave 
rise to many a one unconsciously ; and hung upon the 
world, in all things, betwixt a laugh and an aston- 
ishment- It was he that said when he was dying, 
** O dear 1 O dear ! Bobby going to die 1 Here*s a 
pretty job I Was there ever seen the like? ** 

Suett one day took it into his head, gravely, 
to teach clergymen how to read the Lord*s Prayer! 
We forget the name of the public house from which 
his card of announcement vi^as addressed, but it ran 
in some such manner as the following, and was in 
perfect good faith : — 

Cicrgymtn taught to read the Lord's Prayer^ 
By Robert Suett, Comedian* 
Address io the Cat and I^eaihers^ No, 2 1 Drury 
Lane/' 
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CLARENDON'S HISTORY OF THE 
REBELLION. 

HAVING been much interested by a re-perusal 
of Clarendon's History of the Rebellion, I sit 
down to look through it again with the reader. 
My object is not to write a criticism, still less to enter 
into a review of the period to which the book relates, 
but simply to point out and remark a little upon some 
of the most curious passages. Having felt a pleasure, 
I wish to impart it, and shall fancy myself in the 
reader's company as with a friend. 

The edition I make use of is a foreign one, printed 
at Basil, which is not likely to be read in England : 
so that I can only refer to the number of the books 
without noticing the pages. 

The work opens with an account of Prince 
Charles's romantic journey into Spain, and the way 
in which Jnmes the First was brought to consent to it. 
This has been copied by Hume ; but though Hume 
relates the particulars more directly relating to the 
journey, such as the bullying conduct of Bucking- 
ham, and the ridiculous lamentations of the King, 
who threw himself on his bed, weeping and wailing, 
and exclaiming that he should lose ''Baby Charles," 
he has omitted one or two passages highly charac- 
teristic of the courtiers of those times. I observe, by 
the way, that Humr represents Baby Charles (who 
was then a young man in the twenty-third year of his 
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if as baTing tears in his ejes wlien his futher 
wished him to give up the journey : hut this is not 
mentioned hy Clarendon- The appelhition of Baby, 
and the wilful intirmities to which Royalty is subject., 
appear to hnve beguiled the historian of his usual 
precision. 

Sir Francis Cottin^ton, afterwards Lord Cotting- 
ton, was a courtier of real coum^e for Ihat period ; 
yet, see how he behaves at an unexpected proposi- 
tion: *^ Cottington," said James, ^' here is Baby 
Charles and Stenny'' — (an appellation he always 
used of and towards the Duke) — ^^ who have a great 
maid to go by post to Spain to fetch home the In- 
fanta, and will have but two more in their company. 
What think you of the journey?" He (Cottington) 
often prote&ted sincc^ that when he heard the King, 
ke ydi htta such a iremdiijig thai he could hardly 
speaks But when the King commanded him to aa- 
fwer hini, what he thought of the journey, he repliedt 
he could not think well of it, &c, — Book L 

This was the courage of a great courtier. Now 
see his delicacy. Cottington, to this olTence against 
the Duke, subsequently added another ; upon which 
Buckingham, after his usual open manner, vowed re- 
venge on him* The courtier applied to him to know 
whether, by a proper obsequiousness, he could not be 
restored to his Grace's favor ; and being answered in 
the negative, said, lie at least hoped that his Grace 
would not condescend to gain by his lossj and so re- 
quested him to return a set of hanghigs he had pre- 
sented to him '^ in hope of his future favor," and 
which cost him eight hundred pounds. The Duke 
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answered " he was right ; " and the hangings were re- 
stored, or at least the amonnt of their vakie ; together 
with some sums of money, which Cottington had laid 
out, by his order, for jewels and pictures. — Ibid. 

Cottington appears to have been bold enough with 
everybody except his first master ; but he knew his 
men, even when he was most daring. He most likely 
ventures to behave to Buckingham in this manner, 
out of a confidence that it was the safest thing he 
could do to a man of his temper, where his advances 
were not accepted. It was an avowal of meanness 
and inferiority, as well as a compliment to the other's 
spirit ; which tended to put him at a pardonable dis- 
tance from a lofty but not ungenerous temper. After 
the death of Buckingham, Cottington got into power. 
There were none of his old masters to overawe him. 
He felt secure of Charles and his weakness ; and 
having a turn for drollery as well as artifice, did not 
scruple to play a strange trick upon Laud, whom all 
the lay part of the government disliked. It was so 
contrived as at once to turn to their advantage, and 
disconcert the Archbishop with the King. The 
whole of the story is worth copying, inasmuch as it 
involves a Naboth-vineyard anecdote of Charles the 
First such as Hume does not venture to repeat. " The 
King, who was excessively afliected to hunting (says 
Clarendon) and the sports of the field, had a great 
desire to make a great park for red as well as fallow 
deer, between Richmond and Hampton Court, where 
he had large wastes of his own and great parcels of 
wood, which made it very fit for the use he designed 
it to ; but as some parishes had commons in those 
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wastes, so many gentlemen and farmers had good 
houses and good farms intermingled with those 
wastes, of their own inheritance, or for their lives or 
years ; and without taking of them into the park, it 
would not be of the largeness, or for the use proposed. 
His Majesty desired to purchase those lands, and was 
very willing to buy them upon higher terms than the 
people could sell them at to anybody else, if they had 
occasion to part with them ; and thought it no un- 
reasonable thing, upon tliose terms, to expect this 
from bis subjects; and so he employed his own sur- 
veyor and others of his officers to treat with the own- 
ers, many whereof were his own tenants, whose 
farms would at last exph'e, 

*■*■ Tire major part of the people were in a short 
time prevailed with, but many very obsthiately re- 
fused J and a gentleman who had the best estate, with 
a convenient house and gardens, would by no means 
part with it ; and the King being as earnest to com- 
pass it, it made a great noise, as if the King would 
take away men*s estates at his own pleasure*" [As 
if he would not 1 What else was it that he desired to 
do?] '* The Bishop of London, who was Treas- 
urer, and the Lord Cottington, Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer, were, from the first entering upon it, very 
averse from the design ; not only for the murmur of 
the people, bnt because the purchase of the laud, and 
the making a brick wall about so large a parcel of 
ground (for it is near ten miles about), would cost a 
greater sum of money than they could easily provide, 
or they thought ought to be sacrificed on such an oc- 
casion ; and the Lord Cottii"igton (who was more so- 
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licited by the country people, and heard most of their 
murmurs) took the business most to heart, and en- 
deavored by all the ways he could, and by frequent 
importunities, to divert his Majesty from pursuing it, 
and put all delays he vsrell could do in the bargains 
which were to be made, till the King grew very angry 
with him, and told him he was resolved to go through 
with it, and had already caused brick to be burned, 
and much of the wall to be built on his own land. 
Upon which Cottington thought fit to acquiesce. 

*'The building of the wall before the people con- 
sented to part with their land, or their common, 
looked to them as if by degrees they should be shut 
out from both, and increased the murmur and noise 
of the people who were not concerned, as well as of 
them who were ; and it was too near London not to 
be the common discourse. The Archbishop (who 
desired exceedingly that the King should be possessed 
as much of the hearts of the people as was possible, 
at least that they should have no just cause to com- 
plain), meeting with it, resolved to speak to the King 
of it; which he did ; and received such an answer 
from him, that he thought his Majesty rather not in- 
formed enough of the inconveniences and mischiefs of 
the thing, then positively resolved not to desist from 
it. Whereupon, one day he took the Lord Cottington 
aside (being informed that he disliked it), and, ac- 
cording to his natural custom, spoke with great 
warmth against it, and told him, ' he should do very 
well to give the King good counsel, and withdraw 
him from a resolution in which his honor and jus- 
tice were so much called in question.' Cottington 
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answered him very gravely, ' that the thing designed 
was very lawful, and he thouglit the King resolved 
very well, since the phice lay so coiivcniciitly for his 
wintei" exercise ; and that he should by it not be com- 
pelled to make so long journeys as he used to do in 
that season of the year for his sport ; and that nobody 
ought to dissuade him from it/ 

" The Archbishop, instead of Ending a concurrence 
from him, as he expected, seeing himself reproached 
upon the matter for his opinion, grew into much pas* 
slon, telling him, ' Such men as he would ruin the 
King, and make him lose the a flections of his sub- 
jects ; that, for his own part, as he had begun, so he 
woidd go on, to persuade the King trom proceeding 
in so 111 si counsel ; and that he hoped it would appear 
who had been his counsellor/ Cuttington, glad to 
sec hira so soon hot, and resolved to inflame hun 
more, very calmly replied to him, ' that he thought 
a man could not, with a good conscience, hinder the 
King from pursuing his resolutions; and tliat it could 
not but proceed from want of afiection to his person ; 
and that he was not sure that it might not be high 
treason/ The other, upon the wildtiess of his dis- 
course, in great anger asked him, *Why? from 
whence had he received that doctrine?* He said, 
with the same temper, ^ They who did not wish the 
ting*s health, could not love him ; and they who 
vent about to hinder his taking recreation which 
preserved his health, might be thought, for aught he 
knew, guilty of the highest crimes/ Upon which 
the Archbishop, in great rage and with ma'-^ 
proaches, left hira ; and either presently, or t 
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next opportunity, told the King, ' that he now knew 
who was his great counsellor for making the park ; 
and that he did not wonder that men durst not repre- 
sent any arguments to the contrary, or let his Majesty 
know how much he suffered in it, when such prin- 
ciples in divinity and law were laid down to terrify 
them,' and so recounted the conference he had with 
the Lord Cottington, bitterly inveighing against him 
and his doctrines, mentioning him with all the sharp 
reproaches imaginable, and beseeching his Majesty 
' that his counsel might not prevail with him ; ' tak- 
ing some pains to make his conclusions appear very 
false and ridiculous. 

" The King said no more than but, ' My Lord, you 
are deceived : Cottington is too hard for you. Upon 
my word, he hath not only dissuaded me more, and 
given more reason against this business than all the 
men in England have done, but hath really obstructed 
the work, by not doing his duty as I commanded him, 
for which I have been very much displeased with 
him. You see how unjustly your passion hath trans- 
ported you.' By which reprehension he found how 
much he had been abused, and resented it accord- 
ingly." — /^/^. 

Hume ought not to have omitted this story. Every- 
thing connected with it deserves attention. In the 
first place, even Clarendon has thought proper to tell 
it, though he contrives to divide the interest as much 
as possible with Cottington's humor. This is a proof 
how much noise it must have made ; and how dif- 
ficult the author found it, in that age, to leave it out 
of his history. The noise, indeed, is evident from 



every part of it ; and what Is remarkable, the cour- 
tiers agreed with the people. The design was not 
only unjust to others; it was inconvenient to them- 
selves. The Chancellor of the Exchequer was puz- 
zled for money for it. Laud, who had the direction 
of the King*s conscience, nnd was already disliiied by 
all classes for his arbitrary principles^ was afntid he 
should be thought to encourage it Something also 
Is to be allowed him on the score of scan<lal to the 
Bible- Here was the scene of Naboth's vineyard re- 
opened. The Archbishop finds himself in the sit- 
uation of Nathan. Cottington hales him for his 
officioiisness, perhaps envies him the chance of turn- 
ing the King's intentions j and the King first leaves 
him to suppose that he had not made up his mind, 
and afterwards is not sorry to have an opportunity of 
rebuking him. His Majesty had been compelled, no 
doubt, to take to himself much of the reproach 
which the Prelate, in Uie course of his wrath, had 
vented against tlie supposed adviser* Finally, the 
project appears to have been obstinately gone through 
with, and there is ao knov^fing how much of the sub' 
sequent bitterness between the King and his subjects, 
how much of the general indignation, or of the vin- 
dictiveness and apparent cruelty of individuals, iiiay 
have been owing to this single circumstance. 

Of this Lord Cottington, who was an amusing 
person, the reader shall have all that remains to be 
* to Id * II e fol 1 o w ed t li e fo r to n cs o f C h a r I e S the Se c on d 
)dovIng the civil wars; and in proportion as the Stu- 
arts grew weak, appears to have become more impu- 
dent and enter till lit ug. The King, in his exile, alarmed 
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his court by an intention to make Colonel Windham 
Secretary of State ; "an honest gentleman," says 
Clarendon, " whose best pretension to the office was 
that his wife had been his Majesty's nurse." — "One 
day, the Lord Cottington, when the Chancellor (Clar- 
endon himself) and some others were present, told 
the King, very gravely (according to his custom, 
who never smiled when he made others merry), 
' that he had a humble suit to him on behalf of an old 
servant of his father; and whom he assured him upon 
his knowledge, his father loved as well as he did any 
man of that condition ; and that he had been many 
years one of his falconers in England : ' and there- 
upon enlarged himself (as he could do ver}' well, in 
all the terms of that science), to show how very skil- 
ful he yvas in that art. The King asked him * what 
he would have done for him?' Cottington told him 
' it was very true that his Majesty kept no falconers, and 
the poor man was grown old, and could not ride as 
he used to do ; but that he was a very honest man, 
and could read very well, and had as audible a voice 
as any man need to have ; and therefore besought his 
Majesty, that he would make him his Chaplain ; * 
which, speaking with so composed a countenance, 
and somewhat of earnestness, the King looked upon 
him with a smile to know what he meant; when he, 
with the same gravity, assured him the 'falconer 
was in all respects as fit to be his Chaplain as Col- 
onel Windham was to be Secretary of State ; ' which 
so surprised the King, who had never spoken to him 
of the matter, all tiiat were present not being able to 
abstain Irom laughing, that his Majesty was somewhat 



BSSAY3 Atvn SKBTCHKS. 



369 



out of countenance ; and this being mcrrllj told by 
some of the stunders-by^ it grew to be a story in uU 
companies, and did readily divert the King- from the 
purpose, tind made the other so much ashamed of 
pretending to it, that there was no more discourse of 
IC'—Btw^ XIL 

Cottington was of a Roman Catholic family. When 
he was in Spain on a former occasion, he was recon- 
ciled to the Church of Rome, and went regidarly to 
mass ; but on his return to England, he resumed his 
misconformity with the Protestants, It was con- 
%'enient to his vjews of office. During the exile of 
Charles the Second he and Clarendon were sent by 
that prince in an embassy to the King of Spain ^ and 
Cottington, now aged and gonty, took the opportunity 
of ^^ patching up his old body for heaven,'* and dying 
in the family faith. 

He died not long aiter, at Valladolid, where he had 
taken up his abode for the remainder of his days, 
"He was a very -ufise maji" says Clarendon, '' by 
the great and long experience he had in business of 
all kinds, and by his natural temper, w^hich was not 
liable to any transport of anger, or any other passion, 
but conld bear contradiction, and even reproach, 
without being moved or put out of his way ; for he 
was very steady in pursuing what he proposed to 
himself, and had courage not to be frightentrd with 
any opposition* It is true, he was illiterate as to the 
grammar of any language, or the principle of any 
science; but by his perfect understanding of the 
Spanish (which he spoke as a Spaniard), the French, 
and Italian languages, and having read very much of 
24 
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them, he could not be said to be ignorant in any part 
of learning, divinity only excepted. He had a fine 
and extraordinary understanding in the nature of 
beasts and birds, and above all in all kinds of planta- 
tions, and arts of husbandry'. He was born a gentleman 
both by his father and mother, his father having a 
pretty entire seat near Breton in Somersetshire, worth 
above two hundred pounds a year, which had de- 
scended from father to son for many hundred years, 
and is still in possession of his elder brother's chil- 
dren, the family having been always Roman Cath- 
olics. His mother was a Stafford, nearly allied to 
Sir Edward Stafford, who was Vice-Chamberlain to 
Queen Elizabeth, and had been Ambassador in 
France ; by whom this gentleman was brought up, 
and was gentleman of his horse, and left one of his 
executors of his will, and by him recommended Sir 
Robert Cecil, Secretary of State ; who preferred him 
to Sir Charles Cornwallis, when he went Ambassador 
into Spain, in the beginning of the reign of King 
James ; where he remained for the space of eleven 
or twelve years, in the condition of Secretary or 
Agent, without ever returning into England in all 
that time. He made by his own virtue and industry 
a pretty fair esi:ate, of which, though the revenue did 
not exceed above four thousand pounds by the year, 
yet he had four very good houses, and three parks, 
the value of which was not reckoned into that com- 
putation. He lived very nobly, well served and at- 
tended in his house ; had a better stable for horses, 
better provisions for sports (especially of hawks, in 
which he took great delight), than most of his quality, 



ESSAYS ANU SKETCHES* 



371 



and lived always with great splendor; for thoug^h he 
loved money very well, £tnd did not war/'fy enough 
consider ike circumsiances ^f getting li^ he spent it 
well all ways but in giving ; which he did not affect* 
He was of an excellent humoj', und very easy to live 
with ; and under a grave countenance cox'^ered the 
most of mirth, and caused more tiian stny man of the 
most pleasant disposition. He never used anybody 
ill; but used many very well for whom he had no re- 
gard. His greatest fault was, that l>e could dissemble 
and make men believe that he loved them very well, 
when he cared not for them. He had not very tender 
affections, nor bowels apt to yearn at uU objects which 
deserved compassion. He was heartily tired of the 
world, and no man was more willing to die; which 
is an argument that he had peace of Iris conscience. 
He left behind him a greater esteem of his parts, than 
. love to his person," — Book Kill, 

This is a portrait of a clever, selfish, entertaining 
man of the world, whose succesSj after aH, is a poor 
business* By his own knavery and folly to boot 
(for this *' virtuous '' money-getter, an^i '* very wise 
man," was evidently not without both in their way), 
he gets rid of his good opinion of other men, and 
his real relish of life; eats and drinks himself into a 
good tormenting gout; and before he dies, is henrtil}' 
weary of the world. His *' peace of con-science" 
(which he had a perfect right to, considering the way 
he wi*s brought up) means that he had little or no 
conscience of any sort; and what little he had, he 
aalisfies, by reposing it *' in the bosom of an in^illi- 
ble cliurch,'* %vho, it must be confessed, owes her 
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children a good deal of indulgence, in return for the 
pains she takes to spoil them.* 

The wisdom and virtue of this courtier appear to 
have done little good to the character of his brother 
Ambassador. 

Of the Earl of Arundel, who was sent by Charles 
against the Scots at the beginning of the troubles, 
Clarendon gives the following pithy character : " He 
did not love the Scots, he did not love the Puri- 
tans ; which qualifications were much allayed by an- 
other negative ; he did not much love anybody else." 
— Book II, Perhaps the author might have added 
something like what a friend of ours introduced at 
the end of a similar character drawn of a modern 
poet : — " He did not like me^ Arundel, though a 
court officer, was of a different way of thinking from 
Hyde on many points, and had probably crossed him 
with some of his stately manners. A good deal of 
personal pique is evident here and there in the writ- 
ings of this statesman. Hume speaks ill of Arun- 
del's talents. He seems to have been a selfish man, 



* Here is Fuller's character of Ccttington. 

"Sir Francis Cottington, Knight, was bom nigh Mere, in this county [Wilt- 
shire], and bred, when a youth, under Sir Stafford. He lived so long in 

Spain, till he made the garb and gravity of that nation become his, and became 
him. He raised himself by his natural strength, without any artificial advan- 
tage : having his parts above his learning, his experience, and (some will say) his 
success above all : so that at the last he became Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
baron of Hanworth in Middlesex, and (upon the resignation of Doctor Juxon) 
Lord Treasurer of England, gaining also a very great estate. But what he got in 
a few years he lost in fewer days, since our civil wars, when the Parliament was 
pleased (for reasons only known to themselves) to make him one of the ex- 
amples of their severity, excluding him pardon, but permitting his dep.irture 
beyond the seas, where he died about the year 1650." — The Worthies of Eng- 
land, Nuttall's Ed., vol. 3, p. 329. — Ef). 
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for he witMrew from the troubles, and lived nnd died 
in Italy. He was the possessor of the marbles known 
imckr his name* 

The following anecdote of Windebank, Secretary 
of Siate^i a favorer of the Papists, would have shone 
in Biindello: ^* I remember/' says Clarendon, '^ one 
story brtiughtinto the house concerning hhn, that ad- 
ministered some mirth. A messenger (I think his 
name was Newton), wha principally attended the ser- 
vice of apprehending priests, came one day to him in 
his garden, and told him that he had brought with him 
a priest, a stirring and active person, whom lie had 
apprehended that morning; and desired to know to 
what prison he should carry him. The vSecretary 
sharply asked him whether he would never give over 
this bloodthirsty humor P and in great anger calling 
him a knave, and takiiij^ the warrant from hini by 
which he had apprehended him, departed without giv- 
ing any other direction* The messenger, appalled, 
thought the priest was some person in favor, and 
therefore took no more care of him, but su fibred him 
to depart, The priest, freed from tins fright, went 
securely to his lodgings, and within two or three days 
was arrested for debt, find carried in execution to 
prison. Shortly after Secretary Windebank sent for 
the messeiiger, and asked him 'what was become 
of the priest he had at such a time brought before 
him?* He tokl hini, Hbat ho conceived his Honor 
was oBcnded witli the apprehension of htm, and 
therefoie he had looked no further after him,* The 
Secretary, in much passion, told him * the dischar- 
ging a priest was no light mattetj and that if he speed- 
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Ojr fixind him. not, be should answer die definiltwith 
his life ; that the priest was a dai^peroin fellow, and 
must not escape in that fashion.' The messenger, 
besides his natural inclination to that exercise, tern- 
Bed with these threats, left no means untried fer the 
discoveiy, and at last beard where the man was in ex- 
ecution in prison ; thither he went and demanded the 
priest (who was not there known to be such) as his 
prisoner formerly, and escaped finnn him ; and by 
virtue of his first warrant took him again into cus- 
tody, and immediately carried him to the Secretaiy ; 
and within a few days after the priest was dischaiged, 
and at liberty. The jailer, in whose custody he had 
been put for debt, was arrested by tiie parties grieved, 
and be again sued the messenger, who appealed fef 
justice to the House of Commons against the Secre- 
tary.'*— iff«^* ///. 

From this arid other charges, Windebarik fled the 
kingdom. He was a creature of Laud*s. 

How TO BE PREVAILED UPON TO ERADICATE 

Bishops. — The House prepared a very short bill " for 
the utter eradication of Bishops, Deans, and Chap- 
ters ; with all Chancellors, and officials, and all of- 
ficers, and other persons belonging to either of them ; " 
which they prevailed Sir Edward Deering, a man 
very opposite to all their designs (but a man of levity 
and vanity, easily flattered by being commended), to 
present into the House ; which he did from the gal- 
lery, with the two verses in Ovid, the amplication 
whereof was his greatest motive : " — 

** Cuncta prius tentanda ; sed immedicabfle vulnus 
Ense recidendttm esu, ne p«x% ivoscnLXxsaBotea.'' 




[I trisd whatever in thtt godhead lay y 

But gangnened mccnbicrB niust b« Jopt ftway, 

Before the acbler parts are tainted to decay, — DkvdshJ 



A good thing was said of this upon a bill by Lord] 
Falkland ; ^* It was s^o late every clay before the 
House was resumed (the Speaker commonly leuving 
the chair about nine of the clock, and never resuming^ j 
it till four ill the afternoon), tbat it was very thiji ; 
they only who prosecuted the bill with ijnpatience 
remaining in the House, and the others who abhorred 
it, growing weary of so tiresonie an attendance, leftj 
the House at dinner-time, and afterwards followed 1 
their pleasures : so that tlie Lord Falkland was wontj 
to say, ' that they who liated the Bishops, hated them] 
worse than the Devil ; and that they who loved them,| 
did not love them so well as their dinnerJ"—7S/^. 
This is true. But how should they? The dinner 
was the more Episcopalian thing of the two. 

Montrose* — Ciajcndon says, that when the King 
arrived in Scotland, Montrose came privately to him, 
and informed him^ among other particulars/* that the 
Marquis of Hamilton was no lest faulty and false to- 
wards his Majesty than Argyle ; and o fie red to make 
proof of all in the Parliament; but rather desired to 
have them both made away ; " which he frankly 
olTered to do ; but the King, abhorring that expedient , 
though for his own security, advised ''^ that the proofs 
might be prepared for Parliament/^ — Book IV, The 
following is a note of Hume's upon this passage, ap- 
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pended to the 5Stli chapter of his History: ** It isl 
not Improper 



to take notice of a mistake committed 1 
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by Clarendon, much to the disadvantage of this gallant 
nobleman; that he offered the Kjng^, when his Mitjesfy 
was in Scotland , to assassinate Argyle* At the time 
the King was m Scotland, Montrose wjis confined to 
prison.*' He refers for his anthorjt}' to Rush worth, 
Vol. VI., p. gSo- Montrose's imprisonment, however, 
does not refiite the charge of his having- made the 
offer. It only proves that he could not hare made it 
in person. Besides, Clarendon does not say that he 
offered to assassinate Ai^le, btit to have htiii' as- 
sassinated. The additional words, *^ whi<^ be feaidc* 
ly offered to do," might indeed be construed othiir>- 
wise; but not with probability, especially s^fc^^^ 
direct a mention of the offer, enforced upon the read* 
er by marks of quotation. It is observable that 
Clarendon carefully makes use of these marks w^n* 
ever he repeats the observations of another. Though 
Montrose was imprisoned at that time, he was of an 
active disposition, and might have conveyed the offer 
by another person. Even if Clarendon represented 
him as undertaking to be the assassin himself, the 
time of his liberation might have been contemplated ; 
and the manners of those enraged and vindictive 
times offer nothing very considerable against the like- 
lihood of such a proposal ; Clarendon, for one, clearly 
believed in it, or he would hardly have mentioned the 
proposal without expressing astonishment. At the 
same time it should be mentioned, that Clarendon 
was no friend to the Marquis's person, though he 
jpined in commending his exploits. He appears to 
have been jealous of him ; at least to have been mor- 
tified that Montrose did not pay more deference to his 
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opinion. See Book XIL, where they have an inter- 
view near the Hague. The best argument in Mon- 
trose *s favor might be diawn from his b raver v, and 
his open, defying^ nature ; and yet very brave men in 
those times could condescend to be assassins; and 
Montrobe, with nil his gaUantry, could play a tricking 
and lying pnrt. There were fanatics on all sides, and 
of all descriptions; fanatics, too, hi petty personal 
feuds as well as in great party matters. Sir Walter 
Scott has done his best to render Montrose a hero of 
romance; and a very good one he is, as far as valor 
and military conduct can make him ; but he is much 
fitter to be the hero of a modem Scotch ultra than 
of an English gentleman at any time, Hume, him- 
self a Scotchman and a Tory (though his philosophy 
and cool temperament relieved him from many of 
die absurdities connected with both of those watch- 
words), was inclined enough to like Montrose and 
his party, and yet hear how he begins his own ac- 
count of the Marquis's history ;^ — 

*'' Before the commencement of these civil disorders, 
the Earl of Montrose, a young nobleman of a distin- 
guislred family, returning from his travels, had been 
introduced to the King, and had made an odcr of his 
services ; but by the insinuations of the Marquis, 
afterwards Duke of Hamilton, who possessed much 
of Charles's confidence, he had not been received with 
thrtt distinction to which he thought himself justly 
entitled. Disgusted with this treatment, he had for- 
warded all the violence of the Covenanters ; and agree- 
ably to the natural ardor of his gem\is, he hud em- 
ployed himself, daring the first Scottish insurrection » 
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with great icftl, as well as siacoeas, in levying and ooth 
ducting tbeir armies. Being commissioned by the 
Tmbles to wait upon the Kii^, while the royal araiy 
lay at Berwick, he was so gained by the civilities and 
caresses of that monarch, that be thenceforth devoted 
himself entirely, though secretly, to his service, and 
entered into a close correspondence with him. In 
the second, insurrection, a great military commanJ 
was intrusted to him by the Covenanters; and he 
was the first that passed the Tweed, at the head of 
their troops, in the invasion of England. He found 
means, however, soon after to ccMdvey a letter to die 
King : and by the infidelity of some about that Prince 
^Hamilton, as was suspected •— a copy of this letter 
was sent to Leven, the Scottish general. Being ao* 
cused of treachery and a correspondence with the 
enemy, Montrose openly avowed the letter, and asked 
the generals, if they dared to call their sovereign an 
enemy: and by this bold and magnanimous be- 
havior, he escaped the danger of an immediate 
prosecution. As he vsras now fully known to be of 
the royal party, he no longer concealed his princi- 
ples ; and he endeavored to draw tliose who had 
entertained like sentiments into a bond of association 
for his master's service. Though thrown into prison 
for til is enterprise, and detained some time, he was 
not discouraged ; but still continued, by his coun- 
tenance and protection, to infuse spirit into the dis- 
tressed royalists." 

Let justice be done to Montrose, and to everybody : 
but that it may be done to everybody, let us take care 
how we allow the most interested misrepresentations 
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of history to pass without notice, especially in these, 
times* The servile have a suiEcient re-action in their 
ia% or, from the events of the world, without being 
under the necessity of receiving further encourage- 
ment. 



pARLiAMEN-T HouRS. ^ — The old ParUaiiient hours 
were from eight o'clock in the morning till twelve at 
noon. Afterwards, during the disputes of the House 
with Charles, Clarendon mentions a dehate that lasted 
till after nine o'clock at nighty which, he says, was the 
latest ever known, except that upon the Remonstrance- 
In his Life^ an account is given of a hill, in which the 
Duke of Buckingham took so much interest, that, 
*^ contrary to his custom of coming into the House, 
indeed of not rising til! eleven of the clock, and sel- 
dom staying above a quarter of an hour, except upon 
some affairs which he concerned himself in, he was 
now always present with the first in the morning, 
and staid till the last at night, for the debate often 
held from the morning till four oxiock in the after* 
noon, and sometimes till candles were brought in*" 
It was thought Ute to meet at ten. *^ It ts hard to 
tell/* says Hume, in a note on the reign of Elizabeth, 
*^ why , all over the world, as the age becomes more 
luxmions, the hours become later. Is it the crowd 
of amusumeuts that push on the hours graditally? or 
are the people of fashion better pleased with the 
secrecy and silence of nocturnal hours, when the in- 
dustrious vulgar are all gone to rest? In rude ages^ 
men have fevv amusementti or occupations but what 
dayliglit aftbrds them," These are undoubtedly 
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amon^ the causes; but the progress of commerce 
should be added. In proportion as traders and mer- 
chants become of importance, their hours must be 
considered ; and they like to have as many of these 
as possible at a time. The rakes of Charles the 
Second's time, and the rich merchants of the ensuing 
reigns, became alike the encouragers of late hours ; 
and fashion compelled what such opposite causes had 
begun. Parliaments now are in the habit of sitting 
up all night, and much worse they are for it. Their 
heads are muddled with wine ; another line of sepa- 
ration is drawn between them and the people ; and 
the spirit of dissipation, of fashion, and of money- 
getting, alike conspire to render them sorry guardians 
of public liberty. The true spirit of a House of 
Commons is now to be found in a few members in- 
side, and those who canvass their actions out of doors. 
The great diffusion of knowledge and inquiry has 
rendered the represented superior to their represen- 
tatives. Consider even the bodily vigor, the physical 
manliness of the old Parliament men who procured 
us our liberties, and then sec what a poor set of shat- 
tered men of the world we have now for their suc- 
cessors, body as well as mind. And these two things 
are very apt to go together in men of public action, 
whether for good or evil. A solitary student who 
(ices his best, may have something to say in behalf of 
his infirmities; but how are a parcel of drinking, 
gambling, nervous, and gouty men to wage war 
with corruption at two o'clock in the morning.* 

* Addison has an amusing litile paper on late hours, in the Taller. " It is 
very plain," he says, "that the night was much longer formerly in this island 



Notions OF Regal Property, — ^The King nsk 
(Book V.) '^ what title any subject of his kitigdoni ha 
to his house and land, that he had not to iiis town i 
Huli/' Compare this with the story of the hous 
and grounds which he forced a man to part with, ancF 
then read the foilowing passage from our aulhor*s 
own pen : — ^ 

'* A man shiill not unprofitably spend his contcm^ 
plation, that, npon this occasion, considers the method 
of God's justice (a method terribly remarkable 
many passages and upon noany persons, which v 
shall be compelled to remember in this discourse 
that the same pi inciples^ and the same application of 
those principles^ should be used to wresting all sov- 
ereign power from the crown, which the crown hudfl 
litde before made use of for extuuding its authority 
and power beyond its bounds, to the prejudice of the 
just rights of the subject. A supposed necessity w 
then thought ground enough to create a power, and 
bare averment of that necessity, to beget a practi 
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than It 11 at present By the iiiKhL* I mean ihpt portion of time which oatiq 
lias ihroiA'ii inict darkncsSt ^Q^ whJ^li the wisdom of n(at»]4md h:id fDrmcLri^ de^ 
Cmtd to rest And sLlencSf This used to bc^n ;tt eight o'clock iq the eveikii^ 
gd iE^ifidude at six in the, inorning. The CixrTew, or eight o^cIock bdi wa$ \ 
"iSgnal throughout the nation fof ptJUing: out ihtir canrtJcs, >(qd going to b<?d. 
''* QvtT gT^nduiDdicrs, though thi^y wcr^ woDt to sit up the Insl iu iht: fninil 
were a.U of liicm C'oaL asleep at the Mine houira thai their daughti'ra itrc i 
busy B I crimp and hasf^t. Modern atatcsmen iire Concerting Khemes^ and c 
gaged iii the depth of politics, at the time when Ihi^ir f^refaThcrs were laid do 
qtiittiy to rcat» atid had nothing in their heads but dream."*. As we hAve tW 
thiowD husiness ind pkastire iuto thi^ ht,mt& of re&t, and hy ihat means i 
th^ matural night about hiilf as lopg as it should be^ we aic fufcd^l to piete' it i 
with 4 great part of iba niarniiig ; so tlvii near two thirds of the nation lie i 
uleep forsevcml hours en broxiid dayhght, Thift hTegutority is grown bo ' 
£ishltindblG at present, that the^re ta fcatcea Udy of quality in Greit Bdtd 
ttut ever mw lIiq sun rije. " — Ed. 
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to impose what they thought convenient upon the 
subject, by writs of ship-money never before known : 
and a supposed necessity now, and a bare averment 
of that necessity, is as confidently and more fatally 
concluded a good ground to exclude the crown from 
the use of any power, by an ordinance never before 
heard of, and the same maxim of salus populi su- 
prctna lex^ which had been used to the infringing the 
liberty of the one, made use of for destroying the 
rights of the other." 

That it was ridiculoqs in one encroaching indi- 
vidual, or his court, to use the maxim of salus populi 
for his own advantage, in contradistinction to theirs, 
is evident ; but it is not so evident that it was absurd 
or vicious in the people themselves to use the same 
maxim against the encroachments of the individual ; 
and by Clarendon's acknowledgment in many places, 
however he may contradict it in others, the people at 
large were really as much at issue with the King as 
their representatives. Clarendon, with all his su- 
periority to the rest of the court, argues this question, 
after all, like a lawyer. The King is his client, the 
people the defendants, and the most liberal concession 
he makes is, that both have equal rights. But by 
his own account, the people were in the right in 
this great quarrel. Their representatives, no doubt, 
sometimes committed great faults ; and what was 
worse, mean ones. They had not escaped the con- 
tagion of court example, and the cried-up craft of 
King James. But the great question had now come 
up ; of the many against the few. It was the few 
who began it ; they would have trampled the many 
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into tlic dust forever ; and the many had a right to 
bring them to their proper senses and situations. 
The King tip to this periotl has always averred, and 
still avers, that he never intended to make war on 
the ParliamciiL He solemnly protested it And yet 
jClarendon now says, as an excuse to those who re- 
proached the King with not making war, that the fact 
was, he had no means of making it, not a barrel of 
powder^ nor musket, nor money ; but that he ex- 
pected all these necessaries with impatience from the 
Queen » (See Book V., in various places towards the 
end,) The Parliament had notice of all these secret 
wishes and manoeuvres : and yet both Clarendon and 
his master are constantly reproaching them for not 
putting faith in their practices 1 



Goring's infinite HvpocRisr, which Claren- 

DON SEEMS TO ADMIRE. — *' Colonel Goring came, 
upon the summons, with that undaunted ness, that all 
clouds of distrust immediately vanished, insomuch as 
no man presumed to whisper the least jealousy of 
him ; which he observing, came to the House of 
Commons, of which he was a member; and, having 
sat a day or two patiently, as if he expected some 
charge, in the end he stood up, with a countenance 
full of modesty, and yet not without a mixture of an- 
ger (as he could help himself with alt insinuations of 
ryoubt, or fear, or shame, or simplicity in his face^ 
that mfght gain belief, to a greater degree than I ever 
saw any man ; and could seem the most confounded 
when he was best prepared, and the most out of 
cotmtenancc when he was best resolved, and to w^iit 
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words and the habit of speaking, when they flowed 
from no man with greater power), and told them, 
' that he had been sent for by them, upon some in- 
formation given against him, and that, though he be- 
lieved the charge being so ridiculous, they might have 
received, by their own particular inquiry, satisfaction ; 
yet the discourses that had been used, and his being 
sent for in that manner, had begot some prejudices to 
him in his reputation; which if he could not pre- 
serve, he should be less able to do them service ; and 
therefore desired that he might have leave (though 
very unskilful, and unfit to speak in so wise and judi- 
cious assembl}^) to present to them the state and con- 
dition of that place under his command, and then he 
doubted not but to give them full satisfaction in those 
particulars, which possibly had made some impres- 
sion on them to his disadvantage ; that he was far 
from taking it ill from those who had given any in- 
formation against him ; for what he had done, and 
must do, might give some umbrage to well-affected 
persons, who knew not the grounds and reasons that 
induced him so to do ; but that if any such persons 
would, at any time, resort to him, he would clearly 
inform them of whatever motives he had ; and would 
be glad of their advice and assistance for the better 
doing thereof.* Then he took notice of every partic- 
ular that had been publicly said against him, or pri- 
vately whispered, and gave such plausible answers 
to the whole, intermingling sharp taunts and scorns 
to what had been said of him, with pretty application 
of himself and flattery to the men that spake it, 
concluding, ' that they well knew in what esteem he 



stood with others ; so that if* by his ill carriage, he 
should forfeit the g^ooil opinion of that House, upon 
which he only depended, and to whose service he 
eplirely devoted himself, he were madder than his 
friend$ took him to be, and must be as uupitied in m^y 
misery that could befall him, as his enemy wotdd be 
glad to see,' With which, as innocently and unafTect- 
edly uttered as can be imagined, he got so general 
an applause with the whole House, that not without 
some little apology for troubling' him, they desired him 
iigain to repair to his government, and to finish those 
works which were necessary for the aafety of the 
place ; and gratified him with consenting to all the 
propositions he made in behalf of his garrison, and 
paid him a good sum of money for their arrears ; with 
which, and being privately assured (which was in* 
deed resolved on) that he should be Lieutenant Gen- 
eral when It should be formedi he departed again to 
PortsmoLilh ; in the mean time assuring his Majesty, 
by those who were trusted between them, * that he 
would he speedily in a posture to make his decla- 
ration for his service, as he should be required ; ' 
which he was forced to do sooner than he was pro- 
vided for^ though not sooner than he had reason to 
expect*" — Boa^ F, 

Goring afterwards surrendered Portsmouth back 
again to the Parliament, but was still trusted by any- 
body whom he chose to deceive, and went lying and 
cheating on all sides of him» It is impossible, in 
apite of one's indignation, not to admire the talents 
which he so perverted ; but it is desirable in a writer 
who affects integrity like Clarendon j that the indig- 

2^ 
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nation should be more prominent than he has chosen 
to make it. Besides, a great deal of our admiration 
of such men is diminished, if we reflect, that they 
very likely succeeded in deceiving so many others, 
not because they are more clever than many of them, 
but because they possess' one accomplishment the 
less, — namely, a sense of moral beauty. 1 suspect 
(which is extrely probable) that Goring very spe- 
cially deceived Clarendon himself; who then became 
willing to think as highly as possible of a man that 
had overreached him ; for it is difficult not to see 
that his tendency, after all, is to value intellect and 
political dexterity above every other consideration. 
He confounded too often the instrument with its 
work. In Book VIII. is a capital summary of the 
character of Goring. Clarendon excels in portraits. 
He has here painted two sovereign debauchees to the 
life. 

Portraits of two Debauchees — Goring and 
WiLMOT. — " Goring, who was now General of the 
Horse, was no more gracious to Prince Rupert than 
Wilmot had been ; had all the other's faults and 
wanted his regularity, and preserving his respect with 
the officers. Wilmot loved debauchery, but shut it 
out from his business ; never neglected that, and 
rarely miscarried in it. Goring had a much better 
understanding, and a sharper wit (except in the very 
exercise of debauchery, and then the other was in- 
spired), a much keener courage and presentness of 
mind in danger. Wilmot discerned it farther off, and 
because he could not behave himself so well in it. 




commonly prevented^ or warily declined it ; and 
ever drank when he was within distance of an 
' enemy ; Goring was not able to resist tlie leinptalioa 

when he was in the middie of them, nor would de- 
cline it to obtain a victory: as in one of those fit^, 
he had sutfercd the horse to escape out of Cornwall ; 
and the most sigmil misfortunes in his life in war 
had their rise from that uncontrollable license* Nei- 
ther of them valued their promises, professions, or 
friendships, according to any rules of honor or integ- 
rity ; but Wilmot violated them the less willingly, and 
never but for some great benefit or convenience to 
himself I Goring without scruple, out of humor, or 
for wit's sake ; and loved no man so well but that 
he would cozen him, and then expose him to public 
mirth for having been cozened ; therefore he had al- 
ways fewer friends than the other, but more com- 
pany ; for no man had wit that pleased the company 
better. The ambition of both was unit mi ted, and so 
equally incapable of being contented : and both un- 
restrained, by any respect to good nature or justice, 
from pursuing the satis^HCtion thereof: yet Wilmot had 
more scruples from religion to startle him, and would 
not hkve attained his end by any gross or foul act 
of wickedness. Goring could have passed through 
pleasantly, and would without hesttntion have broken 
any trust, or done any act of treachery to have sat- 
isfied an ordinary passion or appetite ; and, In truth, 
wanted nothing but industry (for he hud wit, and 
courage, and understanding, and ambition, uncon- 
trolled by any fear of God or man) to have been as 
eminent and successful in the hrgliest lUtcmpts of 
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wickedness, as any man of the age he lived in or be- 
fore. Of all his qualifications, dissimulation was his 
masterpiece, in which he so much excelled, that men 
were not ordinarily ashamed or out of countenance 
with being deceived but twice by him/' 

There is a Bacchanalian " Health to Goring" in the 
Poems of Robert Herrick. If kny charitable person 
wishes to find an excuse for Lord Rochester, let him 
know, if he does not know it already, that Wilraot 
was his father. 1825. 



GEORGE SELWYN AND HIS CONTEMPO- 
RARIES.* 



T 



HERE is a charm in the bare title of this book. 
It is an open sesame to a world of pleasant 



* Edinburgh Review, 1844. — George Selwyn and his Contemporaries ; with 
Memoir and Notes. By John Heneage Jesse. 4 vols. 8 vo. London : 1843-4. 

[The easy and idiomatic English of this paper, was not, it is to be feared, ap- 
preciated by Mr. Macvey Napier, Jeffrey's successor in the editorship of the 
Edinburgh Review ; for upon Hunt proposing to send him a "chatty article," 
for the " buff and blue," he grew alarmed, and wrote the essayist a harsh letter on 
dignity of style. The sensitive contributor was sorely wounded, and appealed to 
Macaulay for counsel, who replied in a kind and cordial letter. See with what 
tact Macaulay consoles the discomforted reviewer: " Napier would thoroughly 
appreciate the merit of a writer like Bolingbroke or Robertson; but would, I 
think, be unpleasantly affected by the peculiarities of such a writer as Burton, 
Sterne, or Charles Lamb. He thinks your style too colloquial ; and, no doubt, it 
has a very colloquial character. I wish it to retain that character, which to me 
is exceedingly pleasant. But I think that the danger against which you have to 
guard is excess in that direction. Napier is the very man to be startled by the 
smallest excess in that direction. Therefore I am not surprised that, when you 
proposed to send him a chatty article, he took fright, and recommended dignity 
and severity of style.*' — i!.T>."\ 
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things^ As at the ringing of the manager's bell, the 
curtain rises, and discovers a brilHant /£J^/^£r/^ of wits, 
beauties, statesmen, and men of pleasure about town, 
attired in the quaint costume of our great-grand fa* 
thers and great-grandmothers \ or, better still, we feel 
as if we had obtained the reverse of Beotham's w*sh 
— to live a part of his life at the end of the nexi 
hundred years ^^ — by being permitted to live a part 
of ours ubont the beginning of the iasl^ with an ad- 
vantage he never stipulated for, of spending it with 
the pie as ante st people of the day. 

Let us now suppose that only twenty*foiir hours 
were granted for us; how much might be done or 
seen williin the trme I We take the privilege of 
loog intimacy to drop in upon Selwyn m Chester- 
field Street, about half-past ten or eleven in the morn- 
ing ; we find him in his dressing-gown, playing with 
his dog Raton i at twelve %ve walk down arm-in- 
arm to White's, where Sclwyn's arrival is hailed 
with a joyous laugh, and Top ham Beaiiclerk hastens 
to initiate us into the newest bit of scandal* The 
day is warm, and a stroll to Betty's fruit-shop (St, 
James's Street) is proposed. Lord March is already 
there, settling his famous bet with young Mr, Ptgot, 
that old Mr. Pigot would die before Sir William 
Codrington. Just as thia grave atfair is settled, a. 
cry is raised of '' the Gunnings are coming/' and 
out we all tumble to gaze and criticise- At Brookes', 
our next house to call, Sir Charles Hanbnry Wil- 
liams is easily persuaded to entertain the party by 
reading his verses, not yet printed, on the marriage 
of ^ir< Hussey (an Irish gentleman) witla the Due h- 
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ess of Manchester (the best match in the kingdom), 
and is made happy by our compliments ; but looks 
rather blank on Rigby's hinting that the author will 
be obliged to fight half the Irishmen in town, which, 
considering the turn of the verses, seemed probable 
enough. To change at once the subject and the 
scene, we accompany him and Rigby to the House 
of Commons, where we find the " gi*eat commoner " 
making a furious attack on the Attorney-General 
(Murray), who, as Walpole phrases it, suflfered for 
an hour. After hearing an animated reply from 
Fox (the first Lord Holland), w^e rouse Selwyn, 
who is dozing behind the treasury bench, and, wish- 
ing to look in upon the Lords, make him introduce 
us. We find Lord Chesterfield speaking, the Chan- 
cellor (Hardwicke) expected to speak next, the Duke 
of Cumberland just come in, and the Duke of New- 
castle shuffling about in a ludicrous state of pertur- 
bation, betokening a crisis ; but Selwyn grows im- 
patient, and we hurry off to Strawberry Hill, to join 
the rest of the celebrated fartie quarree^ or " out 
of town " party who are long ago assembled. The 
fetit souper appears on the instant, and as the cham- 
pagne circulates, there circulates along with it a 
refined, fastidious, fashionable, anecdotic, gossiping 
kind of pleasantry, as exhilarating as its sparkle, and 
as volatile as its froth. We return too late to see 
Garrick ; but time enough for the house-warming fete 
at Chesterfield House, where the Duke of Hamilton 
loses a thousand pounds at faro, because he chooses 
to ogle Elizabeth Gunning instead of attending to 
his cards. 



We shall, perhaps, be reminded that we have sceti 
nothing of Fielding, Richardson-, Smollett, Johnson, 
Collins, Akenside, Mason, or Gray ; but our gay 
friends, alas! never once alluded to them, and for 
us to waste any part of so short a period in look- 
ing for men of letters, would be to act like the 
debtor in the Qiieen's Bench prison, who, wheji he 
got a day rule, invariably spent it in the Fleet* 

According to Mn Jesse, we owe this new glimpse 
into these times to a habit of Selwyn's, which it is 
diflicult to reconcile with his general carelessness. 
" It seems to have been one of his peculiarities to 
preserve not only ey^vy letter addressed to him dur- 
ing the course of his long life, but also the most 
trifling notes and unimportant memoranda," Such 
was the practice of the most celebrated wit of the 
eighteenth century; the most celebrated wit of the 
nineteenth does precisely die reverse, *^ Upon prinGi- 
pie/* said tiie Rev. Sydney Smith, In answer to an 
uppli cation about letters from Sir John Mackintosh, 
'* I keep no letters, except those on business. I have 
not a single letter from him, nor from any human 
being in my possession," * We sliould certaiidy pre- 
fer being our contemporary's correspondent j but we 
must confess that we arc not sorry to come in for a 
share of the benefits accruing from Selwyn's savings 
to his posterity. 



( 
[ 



* Life ill Mt^ckintosl), by hi* Son* vo], ii , page 99. — " We talked of \itltt- 
vtnftn^ ' tt h n<iw,' ftaid J^ihiison, ' become -no mudi ihe f^hinni to publish ht- 
lerv, tlidL in ordeir to avoid iU ^ 9^t an liltde inta raiqe^B I *ian** ^Oo what yoa 
will* ill/ replied Boawdi* * yey rannat avoid it*" — B^wdl*! LUb efJtthnKm, 
vol, vii* p, Se^ 
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" To this peculiarity," continues Mr. Jesse, ** the reader is 
indebted for whatever amusement he may derive from the 
perusal of these volumes. The greater portion of theircon- 
tents consists of letters addressed to Selwyn by persons who, 
in their da^', moved in the first ranks of wit, genius, and 
fashion.' Independent of their general merit as epistolary 
compositions, the editor conceives that they will be found in 
a hitjh degree valuable and entertaining, from the light 
which they throw on the manners and customs of society in 
the last age, from their presenting a faithful chronicle of the 
passing events of the day, and from the mass of amusing 
gossip and lively anecdote which they contain." 

This is a rather injudicious paragraph. It excites 
expectations which are not fulfiled. There is very 
little anecdote — less altogether than will be found in 
any half dozen consecutive letters of Walpole ; and 
two volumes would contain everything in the book 
calculated to throw the faintest light on manners. It 
is, indeed, precisely of that kind which Bacon says 
should be read by deputy, i. e., through the medium 
of a Review ; for the real meaning of the aphorism — 
'' Bad books make good reviews, as bad wine makes 
good vinegar " — is not, as the profane allege, be- 
cause critics excel or exult in fault-finding, but be- 
cause their chief utility consists in collecting scattered 
beauties, distilling essences, or separating the true 
metal from the dross. But it would be unjust to call 
this a bad book ; it is certainly one which every pos- 
sessor of a library should possess ; yet it is one in 
which the quantity of print is out of all proportion to 
the useful or amusing matter ; and the intelligent 
editor is evidently conscious of the fact ; for, on what 
principle can his singularly liberal mode of annotation 
be defended, except as compensating for the povertv 
of the text? The le^^ltimate use of editorial notes is 
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to clear up doubtful allusions, or supply knowledge 
necessary to the understanding of the work. For ex- 
ample, it might be useful to tell us something about 
Gilly Williams ; but the youngest reader knows 
enough of Garrick not to be puzi^led by tlie incidentiil 
occurrence of his name* Yet we are favored with u 
bingmpbical notice of the great actor, occupying ten 
pages, apropos of this solitary line in one of Dr. Wur- 
nei^s letters — '^ The chapter of Giirrick (his death) 
is a very melancholy one for poor Harry Hoare and 
me/' This is book- making with a vengeance I At 
the same time, this mode of proceeding has answered 
the main purpose ; it has made the book more reada- 
ble, and may save the indolently curious much trou- 
ble, by placing all they can possibly wish to learn ^ or 
refer to, within reach- Thus we find here a careful 

[eompilation of most of the scattered notices regarding 
Selwyn himself; and, with the help of the m atari als 
thus collected, we will endeavor, before tapping (to 
borrow Wal pole's word) the chapter of his correspon- 
dence, to sketch an outline of his life. 

George Augustus Selwyn entered the v%'orid with 
every advantage of birth and connection ; to which 
that of fortune was added in good time. His father, 
Colonel John Selwyn, of Matson, in Gloucestershire, 

I -where the family ranked as one of the best in tlie 
county, had been nide'de-camp to the Duke of Mad- 
borough, commanded a regiment, sat many years in 
Parliament, and filled various situations about the 
court. His mother, a daughter of General Farring- 
ton, was woman of the bedchamber to Queen Caroline, 
and enjoyed a high reputation for social humori As 
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his fiufaer was a plaio, stni^litlbnnud, coannoiqilace 
sort of man. it is £ur to presame that he inherited his 
peculiar talent from her ; thus adding anodier to the 
many instances of gifted men formed by mothers, or 
endowed by them with the best and brightest of their 
qualities. Schiller, Goethe, the Schlegels, Victor 
Hugo, Canning, Lord BixMigbam, occur to us on the 
instant ; and Curran said, *^ The only inheritance I 
could boast of from my poor £sither, was the Teiy 
scanty one of an unattractive face and person, like his 
own ; and if the world has ever attributed to me some- 
thing more valuable than face or person, or than 
earthly wealth, it was that another and a dearer par- 
ent gave her child a fortune from the treasure of her 
mind.^ 

Selwyn was bom on the nth August, 17 19. He 
was educated at Eton, and on leaving it entered at 
Hertford College, Oxford. After a short stay at the 
University, he started on the grand tour, and on his 
return, though a second son, with an elder brother 
living, made London and Paris his headquarters, be- 
came a member of the clubs, and associated with the 
wits and men of fashion. Before he had completed 
his twenty-first year, he was appointed clerk of the 
irons and surveyor of the meltings at the mint : offices 
usually performed by deputy. At all events, occa- 
sional attendance at the weekly dinner formerly pro- 
vided for this department of the public service, was 
the only duty they imposed on Selwyn ; the very man 
to act on Colonel Hanger's principle, who, when a 
friend in power suggested that a particular office, not 
being a sinecure, would hardly suit him, replied, "Get 



me Ibe pkce^ and leave me alone for making it aj 
sinecure." The salary mnst have been smull, for in a^ 
letter from Pariii (September, 1742), he says that his 
entire income, including the allovvaucc made him by 
his tather, was only two hundred and twenty pounds 
a year; and he appears to have been constantly in 
distress for money* In a letter to his former Eton 
tutor, Mr* Vincent Mat hi as (Paris, November, 1742)^ 
he entreats his advice as to the best mode of getting 
the colonel to advance a small sum over and above 
bis yearly income ; and gives a pitiuble description of 
circumstances, — *^ without clothes, linen, books, 
credit." 

In 1744 Selwjn returned to Hertford College^ ani 
resumed the life of a college student, — - Oiiaccountably 
enough, for he was then a formed man of the world^ 
and twenty-five. Probably he had the thoughts o^| 
pursuing a profession, or, to please his father, pre- 
tended that he had. His influential position in the 
London world at this time, is shown by letters from 
Rigby and Sir Charles Hanbury Williams. 






** ne Riffki HoH, Ric/tard Rii^by io G^&rg& Seiwya. 

*- Tuesday, March 13 (1745), 7 o'clock 
** Dear George j I tlvank you for your letter, winch I 
hliv€ lhit5 rnoment received and read; andn, thai you may not 
be Burprised at my readiness? in answerinjj it, I will beg^ti" 
wUh teUing you the occasion o( It, iamjM$ig&i home /ro\ 
a cock-maick^ where I have won forty pounde in recidy mone 
and, not having^ dined, am waiimg till 1 liear the rnrtle oJ 
tlie coacheK from the House of Coinmons. in order Ui dine I 
Wdite's; and now I will bc?gin my jouniaL for in that sty 
1 believe my letters will be beet received^ consldtiring o 
situations. 

Jl^^ I fiiLw Garrick act Othello IhAt «ame nighti in which 
iitik he was very unmeftniu^ly dressed) and succeeded 
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no degree of comparison with Quin, except in the scene 
where lago gives him the first suspicion of Desdemona. 
He endeavored throughout to play and speak everything 
directly different from Qiiin, and failed, I think, in most of 
his alterations." 

This was the occasion when Qin'n went to the pit 
to see his rival act. It was at a time when Hogarth's 
Marriage a la Mode was familiar to every one. One 
of the prints of that series represents a negro boy 
bringing in the tea things. When Garrick, with his 
diminutive figure and blackened face, came forward 
as Othello, Quin exclaimed, " Here is Pompey, but 
where is the tray?" The effect was electrical, and 
Garrick never attempted Othello again. When Dr. 
Griffiths, many years afterwards, thoughtlessly in- 
quired whether he had ever acted the part, " Sir," 
said he, evidently disconcerted, " I once acted it to 
my cost." 

Sir Charles writes, — 

*' I hope you divert yourself well at the expense of the 
whole University, though the object is not worthy you. The 
dullest lellow in it has parts enough to ridicule it, and you 
have parts to fly at nobler game." 

By disregarding this sensible hint Selwyn got into 
a scrape, which, had it happened in our time, would 
have fixed a lasting stigma on his character. In 1745 
he so far forgot himself, in a drunken frolic, as to go 
through a profane mockery of a religious ceremony ; 
and the circumstance having come to the knowledge 
of the heads of the University, he was expelled. Most 
of his gay friends looked on this affair in the same 
light as Sir William Maynard, who writes thus : -^ 



ESSAVS AND SKETCHES. 



397 



** WA1.THAMSTOW, Juiy ^, 1745. 

*• Dear George : I have this moment received ^ours» 
and iuive only time to tell you the sooner yoii [:ome here, 
the grt^ater the obligfation will be to me* D^n tke Urtiver- 
Btiy I — I -whh ihty wtre ifHttk on fir ^. and ofte cmdd hear the 
frQctor^ €ry iik4 roasted lobsters. Mj compliment:^ to Dr. 
Newton. Yours siffeclionatelv, 

'' W. M/' 

Indeed, tlie only palliation or apolog^y, and that a 
poor one, that can be urged for Selwyn^ is to be found 
in the bad tnste and loose habits of liis cotitenipora- 
riet. The faniousMedenham Abbey cltib was fotinded 
sooa afterwards. It consisted of twelve members, 
who met at Medcnham Abbey, near Marlow, to m^ 
dulge in ribaldry, profanity, and licentiousness. The 
motto (from Rabelais) over the grand entrance was, 
lyzy ce que votidrais. Though the cltib became no- 
torious, and thetr dis^ustin^ profanity was well known, 
it prQ%^ed no bar either to the reception of the members 
in society, or to their advancement in the state. Sir 
Francis Dash wood, the founder, who officatcd as high 
priest, became Chancellor of tiie Exchequer ; Lord 
Sandwich, First Lord of tbe Admiralty ; and Wilkes 
everything that the sober citizens of London could 
make him. 

Selv%'yn's character at this time is given by one of 
the Oxford magnates: '^ The upper part of society 
here, with whom he often converses, have, and always 
have had, a very good opinion of him. He is cef' 
tainly not intemperate nor dissolute, nor does he 
game that I know or hstve heard of. He has a 
good deal of vanity, and loves to be admired and 
caressed, and so suits himself with great ease to the 
gravest and the sprig htUesL" 
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Colonel and Mrs. Selwyn were, on this occasion, 
shocked and irritated in the highest degree ; but the 
failing health of his elder brother John contributed to 
soften them, and procure him an extent of indulgence 
which would hardly have been granted, had it not be- 
come apparent that the family estate and honors must 
eventually devolve upon him. John Selwyn was the 
intimate friend of Marshal Conway, to wliom, so 
early as 1740, Walpole writes, " I did not hurry my- 
self to answer your last, but chose to write to poor 
Selwyn upon his illness. He deserves so much love 
from all that know him, and you owe him so much 
friendship, that I can scarce conceive a greater shock." 
He did not die till June, 1751, when George Selwyn 
was in his thirty-second year. By this event he be- 
came the heir, but the estate was unentailed, and his 
prospects were still dubious enough to excite the ap- 
prehensions of his friends. In November, 1751, Sir 
William Maynard writes, — 

** The public papers informed me of your father's being 
dangerously ill, which was confirmed to me last post. As 
you have always convinced me of your love for your father 
(though I can't persuade the world you will be sorry for his 
death), I shall be glad to know, if you have one moment's 
leisure, how he does, as you are so nearly concerned in his 
doing well. I can't help thinking but it will be more for 
your interest that your father should recover, as I don't yet 
imagine you quite established in his good opinion, and as 
you have so powerful an enemy at home.'* 

Who his powerful enemy at home was, does not 
appear. His mother is mentioned in a preceding let- 
ter as his advocate ; yet one of WalpoIe*s anecdotes 
implies that at one time he had forfeited the affection 
of both parents. The notorious Lady Townshend 
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had taken an extraordinary fancy to the rebel, Lord 
Kilmarnock, whom she hfid never seen until the 
day of hi8 triaL ''^ George Sclwyn dined with her, 
and not thinking her affliction so serious as she pre- 
tended, talked rather jokingly of the execution* She 
burst into a flood of tears and rage, ioid kim she now 
believed all /iisJa/Aer aMtf mother had said of hlm^ 
and, with a thousand other reproaches, flung np stairs, 
George coolly took Mrs, Dorcas, her woman, and 
made her sit down to finish the bottle, * And pray, 
sir,* says Dorcas^ * do you think my lady will be pre- 
vailed upon to let me go and see the execution ? I 
have a friend that has promised to take care of me, 
and I can lie in the tower the night before,' " 

His father died in 1751, without tying up the prop- 
erty, vi^hich brought with it the power of nominating 
two members for Ludgershall, and interest enougli at 
Gloucester to insure his owji return for that city. The 
change of circumstances made litde change in his 
course of life. He had sat in Parliament for the fam- 
ily borough since 1747, when Gilly Williams writes, 
" I congratulate you on the near approach of Parlia- 
ment, and figure you to myself before a glass at your 
rehearsals. I must intimate to yon not to forget closing 
your periods with a significant stroke of the breast, 
and recommend Mr. Barry as a pattern, who I think 
pathetically excels in that beauty.*' Spr auger Barry, 
the actor, is the intended model ; but Sclwyn was not 
ambitious of senatorial honors, and w*hen obliged to 
attend Uxe House, and be in readiness for a division 1 
he used either to withdraw to one of the committee- 
rooms for conversation, or to fall asleep. He gener- 
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ally sided with the court party, and was well reward- 
ed for his constancy ; being at the same time clerk of 
the irons, and surveyor of the meltings at the mint, 
registrar of the court of chancery in Barbadoes (where 
he had an estate), and paymaster of the works — de- 
scribed as a very lucrative appointment. It was abol- 
ished in 1782 by Burke's economical reform bill ; but 
in the course of the next year he was made surveyor- 
general of the works by Mr. Pitt. 

In 1768 he was opposed at Gloucester by a timber- 
merchant, and the manner in which his friends speak 
of his opponent is characteristic of the times. Giily 
Williams calls him " a d — d carpenter ; " and Lord 
Carlisle asks, — 

** Why did you not set his timber-yard afire? What can 
a man mean who has not an idea separated from the foot 
square of a Norway deal plank, by desiring to be in Parlia- 
ment? Perhaps if you could have got anybody to have asked 
him his reasons for such an unnatural attempt, the fact of 
his being unable to answer what he had never thought about, 
might have made him desist. But these beasts are mon- 
strously obstinate, and about as wellbred as the great dogs 
they keep in their yards." 

It is currently related that Selwyn did his best to 
keep Sheridan out of Brookes', and was only prevent- 
ed from black-balling him for the third or fourth time 
by a trick. According to one version, the Prince of 
Wales kept Selwyn in conversation at the door till 
the ballot was over. According to Wraxall's, he was 
suddenly called away by a pretended message from 
his adopted daughter. Some attribute his dislike to 
aristocratic prejudice ; others to party feeling ; and 
Mr. Jesse says it arose in a great degree from Sheri- 
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dlin*s *^ havings been one of the party which had de- 
privej Selwyn of a lucrative post" — that of Paymas- 
ter of the Works* Yet Mn Jesse himself states that 
the black-balhng occurred in 17S0, and that the place 
was abolished m iyS2, We are uncharitable eooiigh 
to think that an established wit would feel something 
like an established beauty at the proposed introduc- 
tion of a rival, and that a iinge of jealousy miofhtliave 
been the foundation of the dislike. 

Selwyn had taken to gaming before his father's 
death — probably from his first introduction to the 
clubs. In 1748, Gilly Willtams asks, " What do 
you intend? I think the almanac bids you take care 
of colds, and abstaiu from physic ; I say, avoid llie 
knowing ones, and abstain from hazard." His stakes 
were high, though not extravagantly so compared 
with the sums ba2arded by his contemporaries. In 
1765 he lost a thousand pounds to Mr. Shafto, w^ho 
applies for it In language of an enibarfasscd trades- 
man;^ — 

*7uly I, 176s- 

** Dear Sir ^ I have this moment received the favor of 
your letter* I intended to have gorie out of town on Thurs* 
day, but ae you shall not receive your money before tiie end 
of this week, I nnui poj?tpone my journey till Sunday* A 
month would have made no difference to mc had I not had 
others to pay before I leave town, and must pay^ therefore 
must be>f that jfOu will leave the whole before ihe week ia 
out, at White's, as it ir to be paid away to others to whom 
I have lo^tt :ind do not chooi^e to leave town till that is 
done, 

" Be siireyoii could not wi^h an indulgence I fihould not 
be happy to grant, if in my power*" 

Mr, Jesse states, that lattuHy Selwyn entirely got the 
better of his propensity to play i observing, that it was 
26 
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too great a consumer of four thiegs — time, healdi, 
fortune, and thinking. But an extract firom the late 
Mr. Wilberforce's Diary throws some doubt on the 
accuracy of this statement : ^^ The first time I was 
at Brookes', scarcely knowing any one, I joined 
from mere shyness, at the £ux>-table, where George 
Selwyn kept bank. A friend who knew my inex- 
perience, and regarded me as a victim decked out 
for sacrifice, called out to me, ^ What, Wilberforce ! 
is that you ? " Selwyn quite resented this interfer- 
ence, and turning to him said, in his most impres- 
sive tone, " O, sir ! don't interrupt My. Wilberforce ; 
he could not be better employed.** This occurred in 
1782, when Selwyn was sixty-three. 

Previously we find him, in 1776, undergoing the 
process of dunning from Lord Derby; and in 1779, 
from Mr. Crawford, ''Fish Crawford," as he was 
called, each of whom, like Mr. Shafto, " had a sum 
to make up." 

Gaming was his only vice. He indulged moder- 
ately in the pleasures of the table. In 1765 Williams 
writes, " You may eat boiled chicken and kiss Raton 
(his dog) as well on this side the water." As regards 
gallantry, we have good authority for doubting wheth- 
er he was quite so much an anchorite as was sup- 
posed ; but his coldness was a constant subject of ban- 
ter among his friends. Lord Holland says, " My Lady 
Mary goes (to a masquerade) dressed like Zara, and 
I wish you to attend her dressed like a black eunuch." 
Lord Carlisle — "In regard to her (a mysterious 
unknown), in every other light but as a friend, you 
shall sec I shall be as cold as a stone, or as yourself." 
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Readers of the Rolliatl may recall a broader joke ; 
and Mr. Jesse has ventured to print one ofGIlly Wil- 
liaiiis's levelled at Walpole as well as Selwyn, which 
we cannot venture to transcrihe* As to his alleged 
intrigue wkh the Marchess Fagniani, there is no het- 
ter proof of it than his extrenae fondness for her daugli- 
ter (Maria, Dowager-Marchioness of Hertford), 
whom the gossips thence inferred to be his own. In 
contemporary opinion, Lord March shared the honors 
of paternity w^ith Selwyn. He was equally intimate 
witli her mother, and he left her an immense fortune 
at his death. Resemblancei too, must go for some- 
thing; and Dr. Warner, after an interview with Lord 
Marchn, says, ^' Tiie more I contemplate his face, the 
more I am Struck with a certain likeness to the lower 
part of it J his very chin and lips, and they are rather 
stngulan But you will never he d^ accord upon this 
interesting subject, as I am sorry to be too much con- 
vinced ; but that you know better than I." In con- 
sidering this question, it must not be forgotten that 
Selwyn's passion for children was one of the marked 
features of his character. Lord Carlisle's and Lord 
Coventry's, particularly Lady Anne Coventry (after- 
wards Lady Anne Foley), were among his especial 
favorites. 

Selwyn paid frequent visits to Paris, and spoke ' 
French to perfection. ^' I shall let Lord nimtingdoii 
know (says Lord March) tirat you are thought to have 
a better pronunciation than any one that ever came 
from this country*" The queen of Loius the Fifteenth 
took pleasure in conversing with him* ** I dined to- 
day (we are still quoting from Lord March) at what is 
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called no dinner, at Madame de Coignie's. The Queen 
asked Madame de Mirepoix, ' Si elle n'avait pas beau- 
coup entendu m6dire de Monsieur Selwyn etelle?* 
Elle a r^pondu, ' Oui, beaucoup, Madame.' ' J'en 
suis bien-aise,' dit la Reine." 

He was received on a perfect footing of equality, 
and, as it were, naturalized in that brilliant circle of 
which Madame du Deffand was the centre ; and he 
often lingered longer in it than was agreeable to his 
English friends. *' Lady Hertford (writes Lord 
March in 1766) made a thousand inquiries about you ; 
asked how long you intended to stay, and hoped you 
would soon be tired of blind women, old presidents, 
and premiers," — alluding to Madame du Deffand, the 
president H6nault, and the Due de Choi^eul. Wil- 
liams sarcastically inquires, " Cannot we get you an 
hospital in this island, where you can pass your even- 
ings with some very sensible matrons? and, if they are 
not quite blind, they may have some natural infirmity 
equivalent to it." 

Nothing proves Selwyn's real superiority more 
strongly than his reception in this brilliant coterie, 
and the enjoyment he found in it ; for when he began 
making his periodical visits to Paris, national preju- 
dice was at its height ; — the French regarded the 
English as barbarians, and the English entertained a 
contemptuous aversion for the French. So late as 
1769, Lord Carlisle thus amusingly alludes to the sen- 
timents of the former : — 

• " I am very sorry to hear Mr. Wood's family were splashed 
by the sea. People who never travel know very little what 
dangers we run. I dare say most of your French acquaint- 
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ances here wonder joy do not go to England &y land^ but 
I believe they nre very easy about us after we are gone* 
They thtnk we tire very little altered since the landing of 
Julius C^aar; thnt we leave our clothes at Calaisj havi-n^ 
no further occasion for thent^ and that every one of us 

hns a sun-flower cut out and painted npon his , like 

the prints in Clarke's Caesar, I do not think that all en- 
terlaifj this idea of us; I only niean the st^avans ; those who 
can retid/' 

The French might be purdoned for supposing that 
the English left their clothes at Cab is, for the tuibrs 
^f Paris were then as much in requisition ns the milli- 
"liers ; £ind Selwyn is invariably loaded with com- 
missions for velvet coats, silk smalUclothes, brocade 
dressing-gowns, lace ruffles, and various other arti- 
cles, by the gravest as well as the gayest of his 
friends. As for the notion of reaching England By 
land^ geography and the use of the globes were rare 
a c CO m pli s h mc n ts i n b otli cou n tr i e s , W h e n W h \ sto n 
foretold the destruction of the world within three 
years, the Duchess of Bolton avowed an intention 
of escaping the common ruin hy going to China* 

Selwyn not only overcame the national prejudice 
in his own individual instance, but paved the way 
for the reception of his friends* It was he who 
made Horace Walpole acquainted with Madame du 
Deflandj and Gibbon with Madame de Geoff rin. 

His habit of dozing in the House of Commons 
has been already noticed* He occasionally dozed in 
society. *' We hear," says William s, '' of your fall* 
ing asleep standing at the old President's (H4- 
naulfs), and knocking him and three more old wo- 
men into the fire. Are these things true ? " Wal- 
pole also hints at it* ** When you h^vve a quarter 
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of an hour, awake and to spare, I wish you would 
bestow it on me." He is by no means singular, as 
might be shown by many remarkable instances be- 
sides that of Lord North, who, according to Gib- 
bon, " might well indulge a short slumber on the 
treasury bench, when supported by the majestic 
sense of Thurlow on the one side, and the skilful 
eloquence of Wedderburne on the other.** Lord 
Byron, in one of his journals, records a dinner party 
of twelve, including Sheridan, Tierney, and Erskine, 
of whom five were fast asleep before the dessert was 
well upon the table. In another, he relates, "At 
the opposition meeting of the peers in 1812, at Lord 
Grenville's, where Lord Grey and he read to us the 
correspondence upon Moira's negotiation, I sat next 
to the present Duke of Grafton, and said, ' What is 
to be done next?* ' Wake the Duke of Norfolk^ 
(who was snoring away near us) , replied he ; 'I 
don't think the negotiators have left anything else 
for us to do this turn/ " Considering the hours kept 
by modern wits and senators, they may be excused 
for dropping into a pleasing state of forgetfulness 
occasionally ; but Selwyn had no such excuse. His 
mode of life is exhibited in a droll sketch, in a let- 
ter to himself, written by Lord Carlisle at Spa, in 
1768. "I rise at six; am on horseback till break- 
fast ; play at cricket till dinner ; and dance in the 
evening till I can scarce crawl to bed at eleven. 
There is a life for you ! You get up at nine ; play 
with Raton till twelve in your night-gown ; then 
creep down to White's to abuse Fanshawe ; are five 
hours at table ; sleep till you can escape your sup- 
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per reckoning; then make two wretches carry you, 
with tinee phits of claret in you, three miles for a 
bhilllng/' 

Wits are seldom given to ruralities. Jekyll used 
to say that, if compelled to live in the country, he 
would have the road before his door paved like a 
street, and hire a hackney coach to drive up and 
clown all day long. Sclwyn partook largely of this 
feeling* The state of a gentleman's cellar was then, 
whatever it may be now, a fair indication of the 
use he made of his house, and Matson was very 
slenderly stocked. When Gilly Williams took up his 
quarters there in passing through Gloucesterj he 
writes, " I asked Bell to dine here, but he is too 
we:Ut to venture so far; so the Methodist and I will 
taste your new and old claret I have been down 
in the cellar : there are about nine bottles of old, 
and five dozen of ntw" Yet Matson was a highly 
agreeable residence, charmingly situated, and rich 
in historical associations. Charles the Second find 
James the Second (both boys at the time) were 
quartered there during tlie siege of Gloucester by the 
Royalists in 1643 ; and they amused themselves by 
cutting out their names, W'ith various irregular em- 
blazonments, on the %v i n do vv-sh utters. 

During one of his brief electioneering visits at 
Matson, Selwyn took it into his head to perform 
justiceship ; for (as Fielding observes with reference 
to the similar attempt on the part of Squire Wes- 
tern), it was^ Indeed, a syllable more than justice* 
'* What the devil," exclaims Gilly Williams, ^* could 
tempt y^u to act as Justice of the peace? This is 
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TrapoHn with a vengeance ! What ! evidence, party, 
and judge too ! If you do not make it up with the 
man soon, some rogue of an attorney will plague 
your heart out in the King's Bench." His gardener 
had been guilty of some peculation, for which Sel- 
wyn, without ceremony, committed him. 

A little over-eagerness might be excused, as one 
of his strongest peculiarities was a passion for the 
details of criminal justice, from the warrant to the 
rope. His friends made a point of gratifying it by 
sending the earliest intelligence of remarkable crimes, 
criminals, trials, and executions, as well as every 
anecdote they could collect concerning them. When 
Walpole's house in Arlington Street was broken 
open, his first care, after securing the robber, was 
to send for Selwyn. " I despatched a courier to 
White's for George, who, you know, loves nothing 
upon earth so well as a criminal, except the exe- 
cution of him. It happened very luckily that the 
drawer who received my message has very lately 
been robbed himself, and had the wound fresh in his 
memory. He stalked up into the club-room, stopped 
short, and with a hollow, trembling voice said, ' Mr. 
Selwyn, Mr. Walpole's compliments, and he's got a 
housebreaker for you.'" Gilly Williams, having no 
housebreaker for him, sends him a story about one 
instead : " I will give you a Newgate anecdote, 
which I had from a gentleman who called on 
P. Lewis the night before the execution, and heard 
one runner call to another and order a chicken 
boiled for Rice's supper ; 'but,' says he, 'you need 
not be curious about the sauce, for he is to be 
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hanged to-morrow/ * That is b*ue," says tlie other, 
* but the ordinary sups with him, and you know he 
IS a devil of a fellow for butter,* If the continental 
air has not altered you» this will please you \ at least 
I have known the time when you have gooe a good 

ay for such a nnorseh" 

The best stories regarding^ his taste for executions 
are reliHed by Walpole, and well known. Innumer- 
able are the jokes levened at him for this peculiarity. 
The best is the first L-ord Holland's, who was dying. 
*^ The next time Mr, Selwyn calls, show hi in up. If 
I am alive, I shall be delighted to see him ; and if I 
am dead, he will be glad to see me," Lord Hol- 
land was not the only statesman of the period who 
could joke under such ci re urn stances, Mr. Legge 

I he story is Giily Williams's) told a very fat fellow 
ho came to see him the day he died, *^ Sir, you are 
great weight i but, let me tell you, you are in at Uie 
sath/' Another of the same gentleman's stories is 
robably meant as a warning-^ *^ I remember a man 
eing a military execution in Hyde Park, and when 
was over he turned about and said^ * By G — ^ I 
thought there was more in it ! ' He shot himself the 
next morning." 

The writer of a letter in the Gentleman's Maga- 
zine, for April, 1791, supposed to be the Rev, Di. 
arner,. makes a gallant eflbrt to rescue Selwyit*s 
emory from what he terms an unjust and injunous 
putation. After urging that nothing could be more 
horrent from Selwyn'a character, and that he had 
the most tender and benevolent of hearts, he thus pro- 
ceeds : ** This idle but wide-apread idea of his be- 
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ing fond of executions (of which he never in his life 
attended but at one, and that rather accidentally from 
its lying in his way, than from design) arose from 
the pleasantries which it pleased Sir Charles Hanbury 
Williams, and the then Lord Chesterfield, to propa- 
gate from that one attendance, for the amusement of 
their common friends. Of the easiness with which such 
things sat upon him, you may judge from the follow- 
ing circumstance, which I have heard him more than 
once relate. Sir Charles was telling a large company 
a similar story to that of his attending upon executions, 
with many strokes of rich humor received with great 
glee, before his face, when a gentleman who sat next 
to the object of their mirth, said to him in a low voice, 
* It is strange, George, so intimate as we are, that 
I should never have heard of this story before.' 'Not 
at all strange,' he replied in the same voice, ' for Sir 
Charles hasjust invented it, and knows that I will not, 
by contradiction, spoil the pleasure of the company 
he is so highly entertaining/ And such was his good- 
nature in everything." This may account for the pleas- 
antries, but hardly for the facts stated by Walpole and 
others ; or for such an epistle as the following : 
" I can with great pleasure inform you, my dear 
Selwyn, that the head is ordered to be delivered on 
the first application made on your part. The ex- 
pense is a little more than a guinea ; the person 
who calls should pay for it. Adieu, mon cher mon- 
dain, T. Phillips." 

As to tenderness and benevolence, there surely was 
no necessity for assuming that the taste in question 
"•vas irreconcilable with such qualities. It was simply 
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'crnving for strong excitement; a niodtfication of 
the feeling ^vbich still induces the Spimish women to 
attend bull-figlits-, and Ibrmeriy lured the gentlest and 
noblest of the sex to totirnaiTients. Moreover, people 
^re by no means so reimed or squeamish in SeK 
^n*s time as now, when the spectacle of bloodj 
heads over Temple Bar would not be tolerated for ai 
houn Crowds of all classes pressed roimd to gaze on 
those of the rebel lords j ti 1 746 \ and telescopes wer& 
fixed for the use of the curious at a halfpenny a peep. 
'* I remember " says Johnson, as reported by Bos- 
well, *' once being with Goldsmith in Westminster 
Abbey, While we surveyed the Poets* Corner, I 
said to him, — 

When we got to Temple Bar, he stopped me, point- 
ed to the heads upon it, and slyly whispered me, — 

* ForsitiD et ndmcB tiostnim mtacebitui' isiis.* *^ 



Nay, not muGh more than twenty years ago, it was 
customary for the governor of Newgate to give a 
breakfast to thirteen or fourteen persons of distinction 
on the morning of an execution. The party attended 
the hanging, breakfasted, and then attendt^d the cut- 
ling down, but few had any appetite for the second 
and third parts of the ceremonial. A very pretty 
girl (the governor's daughtert we believe), who 
spoke of the suBerers as ^^^ our people ^^^ distributed 
the tea and coflee* She assured us» in conRdcnce, 
that the first call of tlie incipient amateur was invari- 
ably for brandy j and that thie only guest who never 
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failed to do justice to the broiled kidneys (for which 
she was famous) was the ordinary. 

Storer (one of the Selwyn set) writes in 1774, 
'' You will get by your edition of Madame de Se- 
\i snip's Letters enough to pay for as much Vzn dc 
(jrave as ever she drank en Bretag'ne" Selwyn 
rivalled, or outran Walpole in his admiration of Ma- 
dame de S6vign6, and paid a visit to her residence, 
Les Rockers (excellently described, as at present 
existing, in Lady Morgan's " Book of the Boudoir ; ") 
but we find no other proof of direct literary intentions 
on his part ; and there is consequently no ground for 
disputing the applicability of the remark with which 
Mr. Jesse introduces the topic of his wit : — 

*' Perhaps no individual has ever acquired so general a 
reputation for mere wit as George Selwyn. Villiers, Duke 
of Buckingham, Lords Dorset, Rochester, Chesterfield, and 
Hervej, Sir Charles Hanburj Williams, Bubb Doddington, 
Sheridan, and (perhaps the most brilliant luminary in this 
galaxy of wit) the late Theodore Hook, were men who 
had, one and all, distinguished themselves in following the 
paths of literature, while more than one of -them had ren- 
dered himself eminent in the senate. Thus the character 
which each maintained for wit was supported by the adven- 
titious aid of a reputation for literary or oratorical talents, 
while the fame of George Selwyn stands exclusively on his 
character for social pleasantry and conversational wit." 

Not quite, we must observe. It stood also on his 
three seats in Parliament, and his family connections. 
These, at the very outset, procured him that vantage- 
ground to which Sheridan and Hook were ^obliged 
to win their way at the risk of fretting a thousand 
vanities. This may not apply to the rest on Mr. 
Jesse's list ; but then it is a very imperfect one, and 
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admits of large additions — as (omitting all living ex- 
amples) Foote, Wilkes, Jekyil, Curran, Coiman. 

Dr. Joiinson disliked Foote; but when one of the 
company, at a dinner party at Dilly's, called him a 
merry-andrew, a buObon, the sage at once declared 
that he had wit, and added, " The first time I was 
in company with Foote was at Fitzherbert's, Hav- 
ing no good opinion of the fellow, I xvas resolved 
not to bo pleased ; and it is very difficult to please 
a man against his will, I went on taking my din- 
ner pretty sullenly, aticcting; not to mind him. But 
the dog was so very comical, that I was obliged to 
lay down my knife and fork, throw myself back on 
my chair, and fairly laugh it out. No, sh\ he was 
irresistible/* It was said to be impossible to take 
Footc unawares, or put him out. As he was tell- 
ing^ a ytory at a fine dinner party, a geiitleman, to 
try him, pnlled him by the coat-tail, and told him 
that his handkerchief was hanging out ^' Thank ycni,^^B 
sir," said Foote, replacing it, *^ you know the com-)^^| 
pany better thdn I do,'* and went on with his story. 

Wilkes^s fame may be rested on his reply to Lord 
Sandwich, and his fling at Thurlow. Jekyll needs 
no trumpeter. Lord Byron says of Col man, ** If 
I had to choose, and could not have both at a time, 
I would say, ^ Let me begin the evening with Sheri- 
dan, and finish it w^ith Colman/ " Of Curran he 
says, *'' I have met him at Holland House; he beats 
everybody— * his imagination rs beyond human, iind 
his humor (it is difficult to define \vhat is wit) pcr- 
fecL Then he has fifty faces, and twice as many 
voices, when he mimics/^ This, we may add, w;*s 
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Hook's giMt diftfiii* ]ffi»beiif(Mrietw«redfaiiuilic 
reprMentatioiit i I0 M$it0ws^ Btde iofator to tbat 
fine obaenrer'f ** At Homos.*' 

Why, sgaiQ, riiict Mr. Josne hss gone bade so iu*, 
did he not go back a little fiirtber, and mention the 
old Earl of Norwich —a sii^^lar illustration of die 
fiddeness of taste, and the truth of the maxim, 
*^ A jest's prosperity lies in the ear of him who hears 
it** He was the admowledged wit of CSiarles die 
Firsts court, hvA was voted a dead bote when he 
attempted to resume his wonted fdace at Whitehall, 
after the Restoradon. 

It should be remembered, moreover — to be placed 
on the opposite ccdunsMti of the account— *- that high 
reputation in one line may sometimes prevent a man 
from acquiring much in another ; not merely because 
of the prevalent dislike to pluralkies, but because 
the less is merged in the greater. Thus it was ad- 
mirably said of Sir James Mackintosh, by the Rev. 
Sydney Smith, '* that he had not only humor, but 
wit also ; at least, new and sudden relations of ideas 
flashed across his mind in reasoning, and produced 
the same effect as wit, and would have been called 
wit^ if a sense of their utility and importance had 
not often overpowered the admiration of novelty ^ 
Wilberforce, speaking of Pitt, said, " He was the wit- 
tiest man I ever knew, and (what was quite peculiar 
to himself) had at all times his wit under entire 
control. Others appeared struck by the unwonted 
association of brilliant images, but every possible 
combination of ideas seemed always present to his 
mind, and he could at once produce whatever he de- 



sired* 1 was one of those who met to spend an e%^cn- 
mg in memory of Shakespeare, at the Boar's Head, 
Eastcheap. Miiny professed whs were present, but 
Pitt was the most aiiuisingof the patl:}^ and the readi- 
est and most apt in the required aUusions/* 

In addition to Selwyn*s other places, the voice of 

his contemporaries conferred on him that of receiver 

g^eneral of waif and stray jokes — a sufiicicnt proof 

that he had plenty of his own ; for as D'Alembert 

sarcastically observed to the Abb^ Voisenon, who 

complained that he was unduly charged with the 

absurd sayings of others *' Afonsieur tAhhi^ on^ ne 

priie qu'aux rickesP Selwyn*B droits^ in respect 

of his anomalous office^ were not limited to the clabs. 

Lord Holland writes in 1770, ''As the newspapers 

impute so mtich wit to you, I hope they give you 

the invention of that pretty motto they have put upon 

Lord Carlisle's cap/* Lord Carlisle, in 1776 — 

^^ What the vvitty Mr. G- S. says in tlie newspapers 

is admirable about the red-hot poker, though I like 

DUs placult better*" Lord March, in r 767 — ^* The 

king talked of you at his dressing, and told nie 

something that you had said of the Macaronis that 

he thought very good/^ It was Mr. Jesse^s duty as 

editor to find out what these good things were; but 

he leaves us in entire ignorance regarding them. At 

the same time, we must do him the justice to say, 

that he has brought together quite enough to support 

Sclwyn*s reputation, and render superfluous the gen- 

; e ra II y j u st re m a rk w i th w li j c li he p re face s the m . * ' N o 

task can be more disappointing in its result than 

that of collecting the scaltered hoH^mois of a man 
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of professed wit, with a view to prove that his rep- 
utation is well deserved. Many of his best sayings 
have, probably, been lost to us; others, perhaps, 
have suffered in the narrative ; and, moreover, the 
charm of manner, which must greatly have enhanced 
their value at the moment they were uttered, can 
now, of course, only be taken on credit." 

According to Walpole, it was Selwyn's habit to 
turn up the whites of his eyes, and assume an ex- 
pression of demureness, when giving utterance to 
a droll thought ; and Wraxall says, that the effect 
of his witticisms was greatly enhanced by his listless, 
drowsy manner. Nor is this all. What makes a 
man like Selwyn the delight of his contemporaries, 
is that lightness, richness, and elasticity of mind, 
which invests the commonest incidents with amus- 
ing or inspiriting associations, lights intuitively on 
the most attractive topics, grasps them one moment, 
lets them go the next, and, in a word, never suffers 
companionship to become tiresome, or conversation 
to grow dull. He may do this without uttering any- 
thing that will be generally recognized as wit. 

We shall here quote some of the best of Selwyn's 
witticisms and pleasantries : they occupy little room, 
and there is nothing more provoking than to be told 
of " the well-known anecdote " which one does not 
know. 

When a subscription was proposed for Fox, and 
some one was observing that it would require some 
delicacy, and wondering how Fox would take it, — 
'* Take it? Why, quarterly^ to be sure." 

When one of the Foley family crossed the Chan- 



nel to avoid his creditors — '' It is a pass aver th^t 
will not be much relished by the Jews*" 

When Fox was boasting of having prevailed on 

the French comt to give up t\m gum trade — *' As 

II have permitted the Fiench to draw your teeih^ 

ey would be fools* indeed, to quarrel with you 

about your gums/* 

When Walpole, in allusion to the sameness of tlie 

tystem of pohtics continued in the reign of George 

the Third, observed, '''But there is nothing new un- 

T the sun/' ^* No," said Selwyn, ■■' nor under the 

aftdson** One ujghti at White's, observing the 

st master-general, Sir Everurd Fawkener, losing a 

rge sum of money at piquet, Selwyn* pointing to 

the successful playtnt re marked » "See how he Is 

robbing the mail 1" 

On another occasion, in 1756, observing Mr. Pon- 
\ sonby, the Speaker of the Irish House of Commons , 
tossing about bank bills at a hazard table at New- 
market — '* Look how easily the speaker passes the 
I money bilhr 

^K The beautifnl Lady Coventry was exhibiting to 
^Hini a splendid new dres^, covered with large silver 
spangles, the size of a shilling, and inquired of bim 
whetljer he admired her taste, ''* Why,** he said, 
'■''you will he change for a guinea*^ 

This bears a strong resemblance to one of Lord 
^^lansfield's judicial pleasantries, Serjeant Davy was 
^^toss-examining a Jew at great length, in order to 
■ prove his insufficiency as buU, The sum was small, 
and the Jew was dressed in a suit of clothes bedizened 
with silver Ince, Lord Mansfield at length inter fit: J 
27 



4l8 THE WISHING-CAP PAPBRS. 

— **Come, come, brother Davy, don't you see the 
man would bum for the money ? " 

At the sale of the efiects of the minister, Mr. Pel- 
ham, Selwyn, pointing to a silver dinner-service, ob- 
served, •• Lord, how many toads have been eaten off 
the*e plates ! ** 

A namesake of Charles Fox having been hung at 
Tyburn, Fox inquired of Selwyn whether he had at- 
tended the execution — " No, I make a point of never 
frequenting rehearsals ^^ 

A fellow-passenger in a coach, imagining from his 
appeanince that he was sufiering from illness, kept 
wearying him with good-natured inquiries as to the 
state of his health. At length, to the repeated ques- 
tion of *' How are you now, sir?" Selwyn replied, 
** VefA- well, I thank you ; and I mean to continue so 
for the rest of the journey." 

He was one day walking with Lord Pembroke, 
when they were besieged by a number of young chim- 
nev-sweepers, who kept plaguing them for money. 
At length Selwyn made them a low bow. "I have 
often," he said, *' heard of the sovereignty of the peo- 
ple ; I suppose your Highnesses are in court mourn- 
ing." 

** On Siindav last," says Walpole, ** George Selwyn was 
stroHinii home to dinner at half an hour after four. He saw 
mv Lady Townshend's coach stop at Caraccioli's chapel. 
He watched, saw her go in; Iier footman laughed; he fol- 
lowed. She went up to the altar, a woman brought her a 
cushion; she knelt, crossed herself, and prayed. He stole 
up and knelt by her. Conceive her face, if you can, when 
*hc turned and found him close to her. In his demure 
Yoice he said, ' Pray, madam, how long has your ladyship 
ll^ " our church?' She looked furious, and made 

xt day he vreivt to her, and she turned it off 
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upon cunosttyi but is any thing more natural ? No, she cer- 
tainly nieatis to go armed with every viaticum j the Church 
of England m one hand, Methodism la the othef} and the 
Ho^t in her mouth/' 

Wraxiill stands godfather to the next : — 

** The late Duke of Queen sberrj, who lived in the most 
intimate friendship with him, told me that Selwyn was pres- 
ent at a pivbltc dinner witli the mayor and corporation oi' 
Gloucester, in the year 175S, %vhen the intelligence arrived 
of our expedition having failed before Rochfort* The may- 
or, turning to Selwynn, ^ You^ ^ir/ taid he, * who are in the 
ministerial secrets, can, no doubt, inform W8 o( the cause of 
this misfortune*' Selwyn, thout^h utterly i^jnorant on the 
*ubject^ yet unable to resist the occasion of amusing him- 
self at the inquirer*^ expense^ — '1 will tell you, in confi-* 
dence, the rea^ont Mr, Mayor/ answered he ^ * the fact is, that 
the scaling-ladders prepared for tlie occasion were found, on 
tri^h to be loo ftho rt/ Thisi solution, which suggested itself 
to him at the moment, was considered by the mayor to he 
perfectly explanatory of the failure, and ai? i^uch he com- 
municated it to all Ills friends — rmt being aware, though 
Selwyn was, that Rochfort lies on the River Charente, some 
leagues from the sea-shore* and that our troops had never 
even etfectcd a landing on the French coasL" 

Mr* Jesse has omitted the capital reply to the man, 
whoi heiiig cut by Selwyn in London, came up and 
reminded him that they hud been acquainted at Bath, 
"^ 1 remember it very well ; and when we next meet 
at Bath, I shall be huppy to meet you again/' 

Once, and once only, was he guilty of verse- — 

Oft a Pair &/ Shoes Jattnd m a i^adjf*t Btd. 
'* Wiell may suapicion ihak<e its Iteddr 

Well may Glannda's spouse b*!: jealc^tu, 
When the dear wanton t^kcK te be J 
Hef very sboe^ because they^re fellows/* 

Selwyn died at his house in Cleaveland Row, Jan- 
uary 25, 1791* He had been for many years a severe 
suBerer from gout and dropsy; and Wilberforcc «^j 
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•eribet Mm tft laoldal; VM^'TSkit tte wax figure |»f 
scorfMe* Htccn^Awedtolifiiu^iie clubs ti^ 
• Uiort period befim hisdeaOi; but Mr. Jesse assuiei 
us that he died,peiiit»(| and tfu^ liie BiUe was fre- 
quently read to him at bis own request duriag his last 
illness. Bf his will he ga^ve ftirty-three thousand 
pounds to Maria 1?*agniani ; one hundred pounds each 
to his two nephews | his wardrobe and thirty pounds 
a year to his valet ; and the residue of his propert}* to 
the Duke of Queensberry, with the exception c^Lud- 
gershall, which was entailed oh the Towhshend fami- 
ly. Mr. Jesse quotes sona^ lines from a po^ic^ 
tribute published soon after his death, in which the 
Graces are invoked to fiilfil several appropriate dift- 
ties:— 

'* Aad Ibndi^ dfeiate to • SMMlEaM 
xwitviBis cBranctioii of fhc uwoA ucy ]6Be> 
Twas sodal wit, which, never kindling strife, 
Blazed in the small, sweet courtesies of life." 

Had we been at the writer's elbow, we should have 
suggested sAofie or glowed in preference to blazed* 

Walpole, writing to Miss Berry, on the day of Sel- 
wyn's death, says, " I am on the point of losing, or 
have lost, my oldest acquaintance and friend, George 
Selwyn, who was yesterday at the extremity. These 
misfortunes, though they can be so but for a short 
time, are very sensible to the old : but him I really 
loved, not only for his infinite wit, but for a thousand 
good qualities." 

Again: "Poor Selwyn is gone, to my sorrow: 
and no wonder Ucalegon feels it ! " 

The heartlessness of the French set to which Sel* 
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wyn and Will pole belonged is beyond a question, 
Madame du Demand's colloquy with one lover, as to 
ihe cause of therr i\(iy ye;irs' onbroken harmonvi and 
her behavior on the death of aaother^ are not invented 
pleasantries, but melancholy facts* Yet eitlier we 
were wrong in supposing that the malady was in- 
fections, and Miss Berry was right in her generous 
and able vindication of her friend, or Selwyn po&-^ 
sesseil the peculiar talismanic power of kindling and 
fixing the affections of his associates ; for not only 
does Walpole invariably mention him when iiving, 
aod mourn over him when dead, in terms of heartfelt 
sincerity, but the same influence appears to have 
operated on one whom (possibly with equal injas- 
tice) we should have suspected of being, in his own 
despilet a little hardened by a long course of selfish 
indulgences — Lord March. Here are a few, and but 
a lew, of the proofs:, — 

** As to your banker," says his lordship, '* I will call thci'e 
to-morrow ; mnke jourscif easy aibont that| for I have three 
Ihousand pounds tiow Jit Coutts', There will be no bank- 
ruptcy wUnout we are bodi rained at the same time. How 
can yoti think* my dear GeorgCt — nnd I hope you do not 
thinki — that unjbodj, or anjthmg, can make a tracassct't'e 
between you and me 1 I take it ill that you even talk of it, 
which yon do in the letter I had by Ligonier. I must be 
the poorest creature upon earth, ^ alter having known you 
so long, and always as the best and sincerebt friend that any 
one ever had^^ if any one alive can make any impression 
upon me when you are concerned. I told yon^ in a letter snmM 
time ago^ that I depended more upon the continuance of 011^ 
friendship than anything eke in the world, which I certainlyl 
dOi bccauH^ I have so many reasons to know youi and I am 
aure i know myself,'* 

This Speaks well for both head and heart : and 
how much unhappiuess would be prevented by the 
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unhmsd adof^Mnof die 

to, moch lew hdmw^ the aUcfBd imfciiiiw of a 

fiieiid. All of OS lunre cuir 

iinoaogeiiial momMts, wiMtt we mmj let drop ^ 

Htleriy St ▼9rtiuice witfi the heUtna] a^EBBatioDt of 

our bearts. These ere iepeei»d fipom dee^ er cars* 

letsness; then coomi GoanpliuiM and explanadons; 

ooo6denpe is destrofed ; *^ the cntdtdoiis hope of on* 

tiisl minds is Qfrer;" and thus ends at once the sobos 

of alifik 

Lord March's letten are, on the whole, die most 
Tsloable in ilm cf^llfctinp — r mi>tt f j^^'w rtyn f tic of tte 
writer, and tnoit redrieot of tfie times. This unfiild- 
ing of his piivale ndirtions end inmost fiselii^ is 
hig^y fiiToriible to bim« As we see him now, he i» 
the very impersonetion of his class— riirewd^ sensi- 
ble, observipg, generous, and afflbctk^nate, amid all 
his profligacy ; with talents uncultivated, because cul- 
tivation was not the passion of that age, but amply 
sufficient to make him a president of the council or 
first lord of the admiralty in this. His letters are 
dashed off in clear, manly, unaffected language, on 
the spur of the occasion ; and though they are ac- 
tually better written than those of many of his noble 
contemporaries who pretended to literature, it is ob- 
vious that the last thing he ever thought of was the 
style. Walpole's are epistolary compositions ; Lord 
March's are letters in the ordinary acceptation of the 
term. In their pregnant brevity, they often resemble 
Swift's hasty dottings down of public events, or pri- 
vate chit-chat in the journal to Stella. 



** November, i766* 
f¥ DEAR George: I intended to have written to you 
last Tuesday, but we sut so late at the House of Lords that 
I had no time. It was a dull debate, though it lasted a great 
while* Lord Chatham spoke very welU and with a great 
deal of tempej 1 itnd great civility tow^ards the Duke of Bed- 
ford ; who spoke and approved of the measure at the time 
of lajidj^ the embargo, because of the nece&siity j but com- 
ptained of Parliament not being called sooner, because what 
had been done was illegal, aad onlv to be justified from ne- 
cesBitVt which was the turn of tfie w^holc debate. Lord 
Mansfield trimmed in hvs usual manner, and avoided declar- 
ing hU opinion, though he argued for the illegality* Lord 
Camden attacked him very close upon not ^peakinff out his 
opfniout and declared strongly for the legality* Upon the 
whole, I think we fcball have very Isitle to do in Parliament, 
and your attendance will be very little wanted/* 

This was Lord Chathain*s first appearance in the 

House of Lords. In letters dated tlie same month 

we find — 

** Monday, igth November^ 1766. 

*'My dear George: For fear thnt I should not have 
any other moment to write you, 1 write this in the king's 
rooms. 1 was obliged to dress early to come here, it beings 
the princess's birthday, I dine at Lord Hertford*Sj which, 
with the ball at night, will take up the whole day; jou 
know that he is chamberlain. The Duke of Bedford comes 
to-day, and, on Wednesday, 1 j-uppose they w*ill k:si» hands; 
but nothing is known. Everybody agrees that this ^e^ig- 
nation of the Cavendtfihes is, of all the resignations, the 
motit foolish; and I hear they begin already to repent of it, 
They m^kc a tine opportunity for Chatham to strengthen 
his adiiiiuietration. They wantT. Pelham to resign; Aah- 
burnham certainly will now. TA* 07tly people fkuf da Tvcll 
are Ikme ikiit ntver resig'H ; which Lord Hertford et'etiis to 
have found out long ago. Saunders and Keppel resign to- 
morrow, " 

** November, i766' 

** My dear George: Jack Shelly has kissed hands for 
Lord Edgecombe's place. He was olTered to be of the bed- 
chamber, which he has refusedT and wants to have the po'it* 
office, which they won't give him. IJind it is imagintJ thai 
xt/eskaii^e obliged i& stnd tro&ps futQ Nortk America to briii^ 
ik^m to a proper obedience. It ih whispered about that the 
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CtttendMM sntf RoeiiiifhWi*t frkndt wiH n^ Hie list 
opportonitjT tliejcim I^JN^ hf^^le to 9^^^ 
«tee» that KortiMi mid W«a4m>ttnie mU certalaljr Q]^pot|» : 
If tiiete thinm «re •«», «e laiif p^rlu^^ mve eome mufmcefOf' 
voltiont in to* ^hite*" 

Such letters aie Axcelfent cx^ilfectiTai ^ btstoryi 
hot we ane not writfiig' titetory jo«t fiow,«^ rma^ 
turn to those which tfirow lig^t on manxiers : — ' 

** Hjnchindrooke, Thuredaj (^77''!)' 
** My QEAR George : Our party at Wakefield went off 
irerjr well. We had hunting^ racing, whists and quinae, 
Mj horse won, ns T expected, but the odds were upon him^ 
•0 that r betti;d very little. 

*' Alter hunting on Monday I went to OsEorj^St where I 
laj in my w^iv here* He came with mcT tind went back yes* 
t^day. I imahjine he would have Hked to have staid if 
I^dj Ossory had not been alone^ They live but a dull Jifei 
and there must be a great deal of love on both sides not to 
tire, I almost promised to go back for Bedford races^ but 
believe I shall not, 1 go to Newmarket to-night* and to 
London to-morrow. Sandwjch*a howsc is full of people, and 
all Portf? of thin^!^ ^oing forward* Miss Ray does the honofiK 
perfectly well. 'While I am writing they are all upon the 
grass plot at a foot-race." 

To make this intelligible, we must go behind the 
scenes. Wakefield Lodge was the seat of the minis- 
ter, Duke of Grafton. Lady Ossory was his ci-de- 
vant duchess. She had divorced him on account of 
his intimacy with Nancy Parsons, described by Wal- 
pole as " one of the commonest creatures in London ; 
once much liked, but out of date. He is certainly 
grown immensely attached to her; so much so, that 
it has put an end to all his decorum." The culpable 
excesses into which the duke was hurried by his pas- 
sion are stigmatized by Junius : " It is not the pri- 
vate indulgence, but the public insult, of which I 
complain. The name of Miss Parsons would hardly 
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have been known, if the first lord of the treasury had 
not led her In triumph through the opera^liotise, even 
in the presence of the queen/* Hinchinbrooke, from 
which the letter is dated, was the seat of Lord Sand- 
wich, another cabinet minister. Miss Ray, who did 
the honors so weU^ was his mistress — shot at Covent 
Garden in 1779. The story is told by Dr. Warner in 
a paragraph which may serve as a pattern of gooc 
condensation ; — 

**The history of Huckman, Miss Ray*a murderer, is this 
Me was recruiting at Huntingdon; appeared at the ball; 
was :isk€d by Lord Sandwich to Hiijchinbrooke ; wa« in- 
troduced to Miss Ray; became violently enamoured of her; 
made prop OS a! Sf and was sent into Ireland^ where his regi- 
ment was. He sold out ; came back on purpose to be near 
the object of bis affection; took orders^ but could not bend 
the inflexible fair in a black coat more than in a red. He 
could not tive without her. He meant only to kill himself, 
and that in her prcs^ence ; bnt seeing her coquet it at the 
play with a young Irish Templar, Macnamara, he determined 
suddenly to despatch b^r too. He is to be tried on Fridaj, 
and hanged on Monday/* 

The Morning Post, for April 9, 1799, has this an- 
nouncement : '* When tiie news of the above mis- 
for time was carried to the admiralty, it was received 
by hor nohlc admirer with the utmost concern. Hel 
wept exceedingly, and lamented, with every other 
token of grief, the interruption of a connection which 
liad lasted for seventeen yenrs, with great and unin- 
terrupted felicity on both sides/' 

The catching character of notorious insanity has 
often been remarked. Wliilfe the Hack man atTair 
wiis the popular topic, it seems that no woman, young 
or old, ugly or pretty, could venture forth without 
alarm. Lady Ossory writesj — 



'* This A«i«tk 1*64^1^ ilM otrtfttelj 
•titutiont. The Duchess of B— -- it immid <^ beltiff i»uit 
wherever slie soet» A m^i Ml fotei»e4 Mi«k CkivaAng mp 
>^ from tiM J^u^ Indkti U qf|ite fiaij;; 4114 |9#n^ «^ 
aniljr expeded even in the drmwing-foom. Another man 
has tworn lo shoot * Ifiis 8oAieailB|r» liimp^Hm^ if she did 
fiot nut awsj with him from the^ open^ 

'< Sir Joshua Rejnolds has a tikce who is troohled wi^ 
one of these passionate admirers^^ib whom she has refosed 
her hand and her doopw He ^ame» % %em da^s siac^, ^ Sir 
Joshua'Si asked if dbe was at home, and on beiing ansifered 
in the negative, he 'desired die footman to tell ner to take 
care, for he was determined to ravish her (pardon Hw word) 
whenever he met her. Keep our little mend (Mie Mie) at 
Paris wiiilat thM manjfai hMlbs, lor 00 age will be ^parod lo he 
hi isshion, iM>d I am vm V^ Mie is quite as mnoh in dan- 
gar a» t^f person j qi|o|9<l ^ vky Mf^ pece." 

Befi)i€ qiuidiig tibcMM^ Jlipttcra of JjOtd Moirch wbM^ 
reler to topica of a atiictly personai character, we 
will miK^i^a d|e ^^w aut^nttc pipticttlar^ Ibat hayti 
beaa MBaorded of hmu 

Hewaa bom in 17259 succeeded his fiither in thf^ 
earldom of March in 1731, his riiother in the earldom 
of Ruglen in 1748, and his cousin in the dukedom of 
Queensberry in 1778, being then in his fifty-third 
year. Few men of his day acquired greater noto- 
riety, or were more an object of inquiry and specu- 
lation ; yet he took little part in political events, ex- 
" cept so far as his own interests were affected by them, 
and it would have been better for his reputation had 
he taken none. When the king's malady grew se- 
rious, in 1788, he gave in his allegiance to Fox, and, on 
the recovery of his royal master, was. unceremoniously 
dismissed from his. situation of lord of the bedcham- 
ber, which he had held for twenty-eight years, not- 
withstanding the known profligacy of his life. Wrax- 
all says he took a journey to Windsor to learn, tba 
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exact condition of the king, but was misled by Dn 

Warren. The mistake muttered little. His business 
was pleasure, his passions were women and the turf; 
and he contrived to gratify both, without impairing 
either his fortune or his constitutioiK As regards the 
turf, he was thoroughly versed in all its mysteries, 
and ieldom indulged in any sort of gaming inicon- 
oected with it, or relating to matters where any 
undue advantage could be taken of him* On the 
contrary, he was generally on the lookout for oppof' 
tun i ties of turning his own shrewdness and coolness 
to accounts A curious instance is related in Edge- 
worth^s memoirs- 
Lord March had noticed a coach makcr^s journey- 
man running with a wheels and on minuting him by 
a stop watch, found that he actually ran a consider- 
able distance faster with it than most men could run 
unencumbered* A waiter in Betty's fruit shop was 
famous for speed. Lord March adroitly intToduccd 
the topic, and maintaining what appeared a paradox, 
easily got bets to a large amount, that the waiter] 
would run faster for a mile than Biuy one could run 
with the hind-wheel of his lordship's carriiige, tlien 
standing at the door. But he committed a trifling over- 
sight* The wheel was lower than the wheel the man 
was used to run with ; and the biter would have been 
bit, had not Sir Francis Dehival suggested an expe- 
dient. The night before the match, planks were ob- 
tained from the Board of Works, and a raised groove, 
for the wheel to run in, was constructed across the 
course. The jour uey man won, and tht* Jockey Club 
decided in Lord March's favor« Another of his bets 



came before the court of Kind's Bench- He had laid 
a wiiger of five hnn^ired gumeas with young Mr, 
Pigot, thflt old Mr, Pigot (the father) would die be- 
fore Str WiUiam Coclring^ton, Old Mr. Pigot died. 
the same morning before the making of the wager, 
but neither of the parties were acquainted with the 
fact* The court held that the dutiful and hopeful 
heir must pay, A startling example of this style of 
bet IB mentioned by Walpole, *' I, t'other night at 
White's* found a very remarkable entry in our very 

rem 'irk A hi'* wn|^^'r-b'">f"kk. fjord — l^et^ Sir ■ 

twenty guineas tfiit Niiii oailm^ Glbb^« M&m 
odd that these two old creatures should Moe §om$^ 
both theirwegiorers^Uamemdio^i^eire^ 
Lord Mafclf« rate i&f liettiii^ hrat oe^r ^rei^ hi|^> 
The laigest sum be appeals t9 have woa or li^ at 
any race or meeting, dti^ng tfce period over whii^ 
this correspondence extends, was four thousand one 
hundred pounds, and this is mentioned as a rare oc- 
currence. 

He also managed his intercourse with the fair sex 
in such a manner as to prevent them from interfering 
with his peace, or even his caprices ; and few things 
are more amusing than his mode of keeping his oc- 
casional liaisons from clashing with his permanent 
ones — for we are obliged to speak of both classes in 
the plural number. His parting with one of his fa- 
vorites is peculiarly touching : — 

" I am just preparing to conduct the poor little Tondino to 
Dover. My heart is so full that I can neither think, speak, 
nor write. How I shall be able to part with her, or bear to 
come back to this house, I do not know. The sound of her 
voice fills my eyes with fresh tears. My dear George^ J^**' 



ESSAYS AND SKETCHES. 



435 



le cmur si $errt que js tte suis bon h present qn* a pleurer* 
Take all the care you can of her, j^e la recommends A tmus^ 
my best and only real friend**' 

In return for the care Selwyn was to take of the 
Tondino, Lord March, H seems, was to keep an eye 
to Raton, 

'* I wrote to you tast nightj but I quite forgot Raton* X 
have not had hSm to see mc to-dsij*, ha vino; been the whole 
ittonitng in the city with Lady H* ; but I have sent to your 
niaidt and ^he says that her little king is perfectly well and 
in great t^pirita/" 

Besides the Tondiuo, Selwyn had the principal 
care of the Rena, a beautiful Italian, who stood In 
nearly the same relation to Lord March as Aladame 
de Pompadour to Louis the Fifteenth, That sagacious 
favorite, it will be remembered, troubled herself very 
little about tiie Pare aux Cerfs so long as she re- 
tained the chief place in his Majesty*s confidence- 
Queen Caroline is said to have preserved her in- 
fluence over George the Second by the same policy. 
The Rena*s prudence was put to a severe trial by tbc 
arrival of Signora Zamperini, a noted dancer and 
singer, in 1766* His lordship writes to Selwyn in 
Paris, — 

" r wish I had set out immediately after Newmarket^ 
which I beiiev'c I should have done* if 1 hud not titken a 
violent fancy for one ot^ the opera girls. This passion is u 
little abated* and I hope it will be quite so before yow and 
the Rcna come over, else I fear it will interrupt our society* 
But whatever 'm the case^ as I have a real friends; hip and af- 
feetJon for the Rena* I shall show her ^vtry mark of rcgivrd 
and con 6 id e ratio n* and be vastly happy to see her* I con- 
sider her a« a friend, and certainly as one that I love v^ry 
much I and as i^uch, I hope she will have some intlulgence 
for my follies*'* 
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** The Rena muet be mad if she takes aojthiiig of this 
tort in a serioos waj. If she does, there is an end of onr 
society- If ^he does ]iot» f»e shall go on as we did. I am 
sure I have all the regard in the world for her, for I lowt her 
vastlj, and I shall certainly coiltriTle tb make her as ea^ 
and as happy as I can. I like this little girl, te/ Jkaw l^mg 
this liking' will last I eaunot tell ; it maj increase, or be 
quite at an end, before yots arriTe." 

His lordship had not attfttned to equal proficiency 
with Madame de Oiratdi n*8 liero : ^^ Albert ne vien* 
dra pas — il est amoureuz pour une quinzaine, il me 
I'a dit, et il est tbujourii ft la minute dans ces choses- 
Ift.'' In a subsequent letter We find all three (the 
Tondino, the Rena, and tlie Zamp^ni) mixed up 
together. 

''You see what a situation I am in with my little SuJIk, 
She is the prettiest creature that ever wks se^n ; in short, I 
like her vastly, and she likes me, because I give her money, 

** I have had a letter from the Tondino to-day. She tells 
me that she never passed her time so well at Paris as she 
does now. • Monsieur du Barri est un homme charmante., et 
nous donne des bals avec des Princesses^* Pray, my dear 
George, find out something that will be agreeable to the 
little Teresina. Consult the Rena about it, 

** I shall write two or three words to the Rena by this post. 
I told her. in vay last letter, that I was supposed to be very 
much in love with the Zamperini, which certainl}' would not 
prevent me from being very happy to see her. I have been 
too long accustomed to live with her not to like her, or to be 
able to forget her, and there is nothing that would give me 
more pain than not to be able to live with her upon a foot- 
ing of great intimacy and friendship; but I am always 
a/raid of every event ivhere women are concerned — they 
are all so exceedingly wroftg-headed,''* 

It might be deemed useless, if not impertinent, to 
keep on repeating that obviously wrong things are 
wrong ; but in connection with the next extract, the 
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reader should bear in mind that, at the time in ques- 
tion, and for twelve jears afterwardsi the writer was 
a lord of the bedchamber in the decorous court of 
George the Third and Queen Cliiulatte. 

** I wa& prevented from writing to jqu last Fndaj, hj be- 
ing at Newmarket with my little girl, I had the whole 
family and Cocchi. The beauty went with me In mj chaise, 
and the rest in the old landau." 

The faruily consisted of father, mother, and sister* 
*^ As March finds a diflicidty (says Williams) in sep- 
arating her from that rascally garlic tribe, whose very 
existence depends on her beauty, I do not think he 
means to make her what our friend the countess (the 
Rena) was." In another place — ^^* March goes on 
bat heavily with his poor child (she was only fifteen). 
He looks miserable, and yet lie takes her off in her 
opera dress every night in his chariot" 

Numerous allusions, In these volumes, show that 
Lord March was not devoid of taste for female society 
of a better order* He is repeatedly spoken of as about 
to marry this or that hidy of quality ; and Wniscall 
says that ho cherished an ardent passion for Miss 
Pdbam, the daughter of the minister, who persevered 
in refusing his consent to their union, on account 
of the dissipated habits of the peer. He died un- 
married, and continued his libertine habits till death. 
During the iirst ten years of the present century^ he 
might constantly he seen in the bow'witidow of his 
house in Piccadilly (now divided into two houses 
occupied by Lord Cadogan and Lord RDseberry)jj 
examining the street passengers through an eye-glasil 
with his remaining eye (it was cuttet^xVj %\:aS^ ^^&^ 
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the other was of glass) , and when a female pedestrian 
struck his fancy, an emissaiy was instantly despatched 
after her. That no time might be lost, a pony was 
always kept saddled for the purpose. " It is a fact," 
says Wraxall, " that he performed in his own draw- 
ing-room the scene of Paris and the goddesses. This 
classic exhibition took place in his house opposite the 
Green Park." We do not believe that any exhibition 
took place at all — founding our scepticism more on 
the folly than the vice ; yet it is melancholy to think to 
what human nature may be degraded by sensuality. 

A striking illustration of his shrewdness was given 
by Lord Brougham, in his evidence before the Lords* 
Committee on Lord Campbell's libel bill : — 

** The late Duke of Qiieensberrj was a great alarmist in 
1792, like many other very noble, very rich, and very honor- 
able men. He thought there was an end of all things, and 
he used to be abusing principally the seditious writings of 
the day, givin:; them and their authors ill names in great 
abundance and variety, as infamous, detestable, abominable 
— when one day some toad-eater, who attended his person, 
added, ' Ay, indeed, and full of such falsehoods.' ' No,' 
said the duke, ' not falsehoods — they are all so true; that 
is what makes them so abominable and so dangerous/ If 
his grace had felt all that was said on the corruptions of 
Parliament and office to be groundless, he would have let 
them write on in the same strain to the end of time.'* 

A characteristic trait has been preserved by Mr. 
Wilberforce ; — 

** I always observe that the owners of your grand houses 
have some snug corner in which they are glad to shelter 
themselves from their own magnificence.* I remember 
dining, when I was a young man, with the Duke of Queens- 

* "And thus the most luxurious court in Europe, after all its boasted refine- 
ments, was glad to return at last, by this singular contrivance (the table vdanU 
at Chp'.s.y).. to the qmex axvA prwAc^j o? VvwTcv\Jvt\\le.."'"' — Rogers' s P<Kt«f. Xcfe. 
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berry, at hi& Richmond vHla. The partj was verj small 
and select — PUt« Lord nnd Lady Chatham, the Duchess oi* 
Gordoir^ and George Sclwjn (who lived for societji ^nd 
continued in it till he really looked like the waxwork figure 
of a corpse) were aniongst the guests. We dined earlVi 
that some of our party might be ready to attend the opera. 
The dinner wa^ sumptuous^ the views from the villa quite 
enchanting, and the Thames in all its glory; but the duke 
looked on with indifference, ^ What is there,' he saidp ^ to 
make so much of in the Thames? I am quite tired of it^ — 
there it goe&t dow, flow, fioW| always the same.* ** 

This is precisely what we shoultl have expected 
from the duke ; and no one was better qualified than 
Mr. WHberforce to explain why the glorious scene 
before them was a sealed book to the worn volup- 
tuary — why his spirit's eye was blhid to it — why 
every simple, innocent, unforced griitjfication was 
denied to him — and why the full enjoyment of nat- 
ural beauty and sublimity is reserved for men of purer 
lives and higher mhids than his- 

The d likens notions of comfort j on which his opin- 
ion was worth having, were expressed in a letter to 
Selwyn ; *"' I wish you were here (the place is not 
stated). It is just the house you would wish to be in. 
There is an excellent hbrary, a g-ood parson^ the 
best English arid French cookery you ever tasted, 
strong coflTee, and half-crown whist." 

It has been stated that he paid his physicians on 
the plan adopted by the Chinese emperors • — so much 
per week for keeping him alive. If so, he cheated 
them ; for the immediate cause of his death was jn> 
pnidence in eating fruit. He died in iSio, firm and 
self-possessed. His death-bed was literally covered 
with unopened billets (more than seventy) from w*o- 
men of all classes, which he ordered to be laid ow \fo«i 
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oounterpane as tbcy were brought His peiBOiM4 
property exceeded a miUion, and his will, with ifl 
twentjr-five codicils, was a curious document. He 
left one huwbred and fifty thousand pounds and tiim 
houses to Mie Mie, and made her husband (the la^ 
Marquis of Hertfordi a eongenial spirit) his residm^ 
legatee. 

Selwyn's most immediate friends and frequent cor- 
respondents, irfter tiie duke, Were George James (alias 
GiUy) VTilliams and Lord CarUsle. 

Of Williams little is known. He was the son of 
Peere Williams, the compiler of three volumes of 
chancery cases, highly ^teemed by equity lawyers. 
He was connected by marriage widi Lord NoitiU, 
and in 1774 was appointed receiver-general of ex- 
cise. Selwyn, Edgecumbe, Walpole, and WiUiains, 
used to meet at stated periods at Strawberry Hill, 
and form what Walpole called his out-of-town party. 
Gilly's letters convey a highly favorable impression 
of his social pleasantry ; and it seems that he soon 
acquired some reputation as a wit. " I have desired 
Lord R. Bertie," he writes in 175 1, " to propose me at 
White's. Don't let any member shake his head at 
me for a wit ; for, God knows, he may as well reject 
me for being a giant." 

Frederick, fifth earl of Carlisle, was a remarkable 
man in many ways. He filled some important public 
situations with credit; and on his being appointed 
lord-lieutenant of Ireland, his intimate friend, Storer, 
writes, " I wish he was secretary of state. It is a 
joke to think it too high a step. I am of the old 
opinion, that a man in this country is Jit for 
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any place ke can ^et^ and I am sure Carlisle will be 
fit for any place be will take*" 

In literature he distinguished himself as a poet \ 
but, unluckily, he is principally known in that capacity 
through Lord Byron, who, in his English Bards^ 
and Scoth Reviewers, levels twelve unjust and acri- 
monious lines at him* In the first sketch of the 
poem these twelve lines were wanting, and their 
place was occupied by two^ — 

" Chi one atone Apullo 4elgus to siui]^. 
And crowQS a titsw KoscammoQ id CarMe.** 

Lord Carlisle had offended his young relation, be* 
tween the writing and the printing of the poem, by 
refusing to introduce him on his taking his seat in the 
House of Lords- Lord Byron afterwards deeply re- 
gretted the injury. There is a beautiful atonement in 
the third canto of Chllde Harold ; and in writings in 
i8i4» to Mr. Rogers, he thus expresses himself i 
*^ Ifi there any chance or possibility of making it up 
with Lord Carlisle, as I feel disposed to do a j,iy things 
reasonable or unreasonable, to effect it?" 

In private life and early youth^ Lord Carlisle, en- 
do wed with warm feelings^ a lively fancy, and an 
excitable disposition, was peculiarly liable to be led 
astray by the temptations which assail young men of 
rank* In 1769, being then in his twenty- first year, he 
went abroad, desperately in love with some wedded 
fair one^ She forms the burden of many a paragraph 
in his letters to Selwyn, who, though nearly thirty 
years older, entered warmly into all his feelings, 

** I thought I had got the better of that e^ctravagfint pas* 
sion, but 1 find 1 am relapsed aga\i\* \ U^'rok\i\ft %x ""iiN^ «^^- 
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\pr the meeting* m^d jet I have not tha couragi^ 
even In thought, to oppose its temptattoti^. I shflll exert aU 
tiie firmness I am ciLpatile of, whichr God knows, is very lit- 
tie» upon that occasion. If I am received with coolness, I 
^ell feel it severely. I shall he miserable if I am made too 
welcome. Good God^ what happiness would I not exchang^T 
U^ be able to live with her wiihout loving her more than 
^rlendthip will allow 1 Is my picture hung up, or is it in dx^ 
patsilige with its iacc turned to the walls? '* J 

From die aUtioon to the picture, add odi^ Indi- 
cations, it is clear ttiat the mysterioiid ladjr (wiio Im 
given rise to mudi sarmise) was the beautifnl Lis^ 
Sarah Bunbuiy (mie Lamo)[), whom it is said hislfo- 
jesty George the Third would have married, had he 
been allows. His Majestjr «Te up his own wiAes 
for the good of the country, but the imptaisioii te^ 
mained* Mrs. Pope, the actress, was very like Le% 
Sarah. On one occasion, at the theatre, many yeats 
after his marrii^, the king turned round to the queoi 
in a fit of melancholy abstraction, and said, pointing 
to Mrs. Pope, " She is like Lady Sarah still." 

Lord Carlisle got the better of this passion, and 
married at twenty-two. It would have been well for 
his peace of mind had he been equally successful in 
getting the better of a still more fatal one for play. 
Letter after letter is filled with good resolutions, but 
the fascination was too strong. The blow came at last. 

** My dear George : I have undone myself, and it is to 
no purpose to conceal from you my abominable madness and 
folly, though perhaps the particulars may not be known to 
the rest of the world. I never lost so much in five times as 
I have done to-night, and am in debt to the house for the 
whole. You may be sure I do not tell you this with an idea 
that you can be of the least assistance to me; it is a great 
deal more than your abilities are equal to. Let me see you, 
though I shall be asVv«Lm&d \.o VooV. %l ^ou after your good- 
'iss to me." 
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This letter is indorsed by Selwyn, ** After the loss 

of the ten thousand pounds;" which, ibllowing oaj 
other losses* appears to have siink the earl to the low-" 
est depths of despondency, 

''* / do p rotes i to yoHy ikat lam s^ ftrrd pf my present man' 
ner of pulsing my time ^ — k&'^x'€V€r I maybe k^pt in €ohh- 
ienance by the nnmber o/ iJk&se i/i my awH rartk and stfperior 
f&H*tue^ — that I never refltct &n it -vsitkout sbamc. it they 
VfUl employ me in any part of tbe worlds I wiU acc::£ipt the 
employment; let it tear me» as it w»11t from evervthmg dear 
to me la this country. , , , . 

** If any of our expectations sshould be gratified In the 
winter, I cannot ei^pect anything ftitfiicierit to balance the 
expenEtee of living in London. If I accept anything, I Tnuafc| 
attend PaHiament — I must live in London. If I am not! 
treated with consideration h I can live here, if thut tan be 
called livmg which is wasting the best years of my life in 
obsciiHly; without Bociety to dispel the gloom of a northern 
climate; left to myself to brood over my follies and indis-^ 
Cfetions- to £ee my children deprived of education by those 
follies and indiscretions; to be forgotten; to lose my tem- 
per ; to be neglected ; to become cross and morose to those 
whom I have mo?t reason to love I Except thai ike -ivfi/itre 
and interest of others depend npon my existence, I skmdd m&t 
tvisk t/tat existence to he of long^ ditratiau*'^ 

So thought atid felt a man apparently possessed of 
every blessing — youth, health, talent, birth j fortune^ 
connection, consideration, aud domestic ties of the 
most endearing kind — 

*' Medio de fonte leporum 
SurEit anutri aliquid qaod m ipsis flaribus abgat.'^ 

The very accident (miscalled advantage) of his 

position commends the poisoned chalice to his lips^ 
and the Lord of Castle Howard longs for death at 
twenty-seven I But a truce to reflection till we have 
introduced another, and a more memorable subject for 
it. Lord Carlisle's embarrassments were inejttriciibly 
mixed up with those of Charles Jamca Fon; atvd It 
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can tter^MTo hafdljrbe deemod s digretakm I0 turn 
1^ <Mice to the pMsages ia tfww iPvl^Bes wUch idate 
to him* The few tetters of his own tfai4 occur ta 
them are prindpally remarfcdUe fiir ease and stm* 
plicitjr* For exmqple,-* 

^*pAais» Hovemb^y ifjo, 
** Quantities of ooadns Visit as ; amoi^^ tiie rest the tMod 
of Berwick. What an animal it isl .1 supped last aight 
with Latuun, Fitz-James, and some otbers, at what thejcaU 
a Cio^ it VAiufiai$: It was in a fetiU maUmt of JLanaBn's. 
There was Biadame Briseau, and two ot^r women. TIm 
sapper was execrablj bad. Howerer, tiie champi^fne and 
tokaj were excellent; notwitii^andlng which the Ibola made 
dupomek^ with bad mm. This dnb k to meet every Satur- 
day, either here or at Versailles : I am glad to see that we 
cannot be foolisher in point <^ imitation tlum they are.** 

Principallyy tfiroi;^h Selwyn's Introductioay Fox 

was on a fimiiliar footing with Madame .du Defiand 

and h^ set 

" Madame Geoffrin m*a ckanti la palinodie, I dine there 
to-daj ; she inquires after jou very much. I have supped 
at Madame du Defifand*s, who asked me if I was d&jh sous ia 
tut'ele de M, Selvin f I boasted that I was." 

In August 23, 1 771, he writes what is most worthy 

of notice, as follows : — 

** I am reading Clarendon, but scarcely get on faster than 
you did with your Charles the Fifth. I think the style bad, 
and that he has a good deal of the old woman in his way 
of thinking, but hates the opposite party so much that it gives 
one a kind of partiality for him.^^ 

His marvellous powers as a debater were remarked 

very soon after his first entrance into Parliament. In 

March, 1770, his delighted father writes to Selwyn, — 

**You know by this time that your panegyric upon 

Charles came about an hour after I had wrote mine to you 

of the 9th. He writes word that upon February the 12th he 

SDoke very ill. I do not mind that, and when he speaks so 

'\% to be, as Lady Mary says, the wonder of the age, it 
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|tliink^ tell mc di M^m c^mr^ And t^ that ffiftj moimt^t^fy, 

Mfe tieen boci^iC sad good-eaXnirrd, aor c^ I i^pent of 

thoogb ooDTifKsd DOW tliat boaettr i» isot tbc best 

[>iicv. sod that good-osjaife does not meet with t^ ictstti 

t oti^kl lo do-** 

It appears &cnn a letter addressed by Lord Carlisle 

to Lady HoilaiKl (Fox's mother), In 1775, that be 

bad becotne %eamtj for Fox to the aorauai of fifteen 

or ^txte^n tfaoosauid poaads; aod a letter to S^mjn^ 

m 1777T ptils the minocxa chander of their famUlog 

Iransactftons in the ftrongest UghL Lord Ochester 

(Foists cousin) had lost thirteeii thousand pounds at 

Olio sitlii^ to Lord CarHale, who o6ered to take three 

llioiatand pouods ckum^ Nodiiiig was paid ; bat ten 

years aHerwardai when Lord Caiiisle pressed Ibr his 

mooeyi he cofnpblits that ma attempt was made to 

construe the oSer Into a remisaion of ten thousand 

pounds : — 

** The only w^y, m hooor, tfaxt Lord L cOQkl hmre »Cr- 
oepted my oBCer, womld hmtic been hj Ukifig toeae *tep9 t^ 
pay the Ihriee iboasaiid poiuacU. I remaii»ed in m itate <>f 
uoeertainiyv I tht^^ for acmiiy duiee je^re; hat hu taking 
no iii>|ice oC it during tlm ticae cuctrincied n^ thul he had 
no inleotion of ar^ullDg himt^lf of IL Charles Fo% wss 
k HI a moch esrlicr period ciear that he oi^ver fi»eant to 
ept it, Tb^fie U also great iiiitice in the beliAirior of tJi« 
^mily in p^i^iiog by tli: » meot of, I be- 

yeve^ fire thou«&ritl po'u in at the ftAine 

At the time m question. Fox was hardly eightoeo* 
lie following letter from Lord Carlisle, written in 
T771, co«itains softie highly intcrestijig informaiiod 
respecth^ tlie youthful habits, and already vast iatci- 
lectuai pre-^ximence of this metiiorab{^ \ 



** It gives me great |Mdn to bear Ihmt Ouurtos iM^ns to %e 
wiieMOfieblj itnpetieot it loeinc. I fear it is Uie prologiie 
to mudi firemlness of temper; mr dismppointment in ftit- 
fag m<m^, end eaj serioiis rdlectloiis npon his sltestioii, 
wul (in tpite o# his sfiected spirits end dissipndon, wh!d^ 
sit Terx weU npon.Richani) oocssion him mmaj dissgreesble 
moments. They iriU be the more peinfiil trhen be refleeti 
thet lie is not lollowing tlie natnral bent of his genius; lor 
thst would lead him to ell seHous inqninr end laudable par- 
soitSy which he has in some measure neglected, to hear £ord 
Bolingbroke*s apptausey and now is obliged to have re coa w e 
to it and plaj. to hinder him iiom thinking how he hss 
perverted the ends for which he was bom. iMUtm tktn 
mtvrvm m ^kr$m$ y9i ertaUdwk^ kmd iUJmemiiy ^frmttm- 
ia^iik^ Mm. Hiiimdgwmmismr€mev§r'mramg^ki»dtciUom 



Lord Carlisle^a fears proved grotmdleaa in one re- 
spect Fox's sweetness of temper remained with him 
to the last ; but it is most painful to think how much 
mankind baa lost tlmni|^h bis recklessness. Tbere is tio 
saying what might not have been efiected by such a 
man, had he simply followed the example of his great 
rival in one respect. "We played a good deal at 
Goosetree's," says Wilberforce, " and I well remem- 
ber the intense earnestness which Pitt displayed when 
joining in these games of chance. He perceived 
their increasing fascination, and soon after abandoned 
it forever." Wilberforce's own cure is thus recorded 
by his biographers, on the authority of his private 
journal : " ' We can have no play to-night,' com- 
plained some of the party at the club, ' for St. An- 
drew is not here to keep bank.' ' Wilberforce,' said 
Mr. Bankes, who never joined himself, ' if you will 
keep it I will give you a guinea.' The playful chal- 
lenge was accepted, but as the game grew deep, he 
? winner of six hundred pounds. Much of this 
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was lost by those who were only heh's to future 
fortunes, and could not therefore meet such a call 
without iuconvcciience. The pain he felt at their 
annoyance cured him of a taste which seemed but too 
likely to l>ecome predomina^nt*" 

Goosetree's being then almost exclusrvely com- 
posed of incipient orators and embryo statesmen, the 
call for a gaming-t;ible there maj be regarded as a 
decisive proof of the universal prevalence of the vice. 
But most of these were the friends and followers of 
Pitt; and when his star gained the ascendant, idle^ 
ness was no longer the order of the dsij among poli- 
ticians, and rising young men gave up faro and haz- 
ard for Blackstone and Adam Smith. We know of 
no candidate for high office^ entering public life after 
17S4, who did not alTect prudence and propriety ; and 
probably we shall never again see a parliamentary 
leader aspire, like Bolingbroke, 

** To ibinc a TuHy and a WUflKit too," 

Gaming, however, continued a blot on our manners 
and morals for many years afterwards ; and it may 
not be uninstructive to trace its progfess and decline. 
During the whole of the last century, gaming of some 
sort was an ordinary amusement for both sexes in the 
best society.* Tdl near the commencement of the 
present, the favorite game w^as faro ; and as it was a 
decided advantage to hold the bank, masters and mis- 



• In General Btirgofne's pfay of TUc HdrcBSv Mra, Blandish excUimi^ 
"Time thrown away in the eoontry f as if women of (oshi'^Ti left LmtdcG to ttim 
freckierl "iheiiherdesaea. No, 00 : arJs, cards and backgniimnon, are the dtr 
liiEhtt of rural life ; and iJIehtly a* you may thmk ef my skill, at the year's eijd^ 
I iiin BO IncQOildcfable sharer m the pin-tRonuy of my &qcieiy." 
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(of nbUc bouses, k^ sernpulotis than Wilber- 
ftfce^firequeotiy volunteered to fleece atid amuse their 
company. But scandal having made busy with the^i 
mmfffl of tome of them, it became usual to hire I^H| 
professed gamester at five or Ita ginneat a lug^ lb 
set up a tatile smt the cveningf as we Aonici btre La* 
blacbe for a coocerti or Wdppart fer a iMdL Faio 
grmdvmBj d ropped out of fiuliioii; maeao took Mb 
place ; liasard was nevor wma^ng^ and whist fcegaii 
to be pbtjred tar sbikes wbicfa wooid lunre satnfied 
Fox tuniself, who* tfaoi^ it was catetitated tiiat: he 
migfat haire netted four or fife thonsand a year bgr 
gaibes of ddU, compUdned tfiat tfaqr afibided no ex* 
dtement 

Watiei's ehib, hi nceadiBft was die resort of the 
macao playera. It was kept bj an old imdUrm^kiid 
of Oeorge the Fotirlht a character hi his waj, who 
took a just pride in the cookery and wines of his es- 
tablishment. All the brilliant stars of fashion (and 
fashion was power then) frequented it, with Brum- 
mell for their sun. " Poor Brummell dead, in misery 
and idiocy, at Caen I and I remember him in all his 
glory, cutting his jokes after the opera at White's, in 
a black velvet g^eat-coat, and a cocked hat on his 
well-powdered head." * Nearly the same turn of re- 
flection is suggested as we run over the names of his 
associates. Almost all of them were ruined ; three 
out of four irretrievably. Indeed, it was the forced 
expatriation of its supporters that caused the club to 
be broken up. During the same period (from 1810 

«PrivateM& 
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to 1S15 or thereabouts) there was a great deal of high 
play at White's and Brookes', particularly whtst. At 
Brookes* figured some remarkable characters — as 
Tippoo Smith J by common consent the best whist- 
player of his day ; and an old gentleman nicknamed 
Neptune, from his having once flung himself into the 
sea in a fit of despair at being, as he thought, ruined. 
He was fished out in time, found he was not ruined, 
and played on during the remainder of his life- 

The most distinguished player at White's was the 
nobleman who was presented at the sa!on in Paris 
as Le WeiUngtan des youeurs^ and he richly mer- 
ited the name, if skill, temper, «nd the most daring 
courage, are titles to it. The greatest genius, how- 
ever, IS not infallible. He once lost three thousand 
four hundred pounds at whist by not remembering 
that the seven of hearts was in. He played at ha.^- 
ard for the highest stakes that any one could be got to 
play with him, and at one time was supposed to have 
won nearly a hundred thousand pounds; but it all 
went, along with a great deal more, at Crockford's. 

There was also a great deal of play at Graham'is, 
the Union, the Cocoa-Tree, and other clubs of itie 
second order in point of fashion. Here large sums 
were hazarded with equal rashness, and remarkable 
characters started up. Among the most conspicuous 
was the late Colonel Aubrey, who literally passed his 
life at playi He did nothing else, morning, noon, 
and night J and it was computed that he had paid 
more than sixty thousand pounds for card-money. 
He was a very fine player nt all games, and a shrewd, 
clever man. He had been twice Co Lndia^ and made 






iMdmr uMioiit luAigf WMI tafife^Midl aM#i At 
teooiicL HitHfe'irMs^ 
pcMPeftjr and liaillli $ mmiA Im wfed to imr^- i 
pkftaore in Vtb hif9imaiag M J 

For •ef€f«l yetft dMp i^y weM 4oii « aH ttfttie 
clttbg,^^ floctttirtingboth •> I& loeaHtf tui^wwilii^^ 

d>b when Mn GrockfiMrd casM 16 Ld«dbaviMdiiM 
die fiMmdatioii of tiia moBt^cotawil nstuit tiiM^' wm 
emtnmaohfT^f. HebegubjtrikiilgrWAitel's'dU 
dnb^KMiie, in TpmttonsaMp wHli a oitfBMiaed Tiq4o^ 
They set up a hasatd-lMtQlci trndwoft a^gieai 4bal af 
Sftcmeyf but qnamlladf ami acfiaralieNi a^ ^Sia^i^d^ 
due ifavtyear. Taylor ccNatiiifietf^ftMte %e liwh hM 4 
bad year, and broke. Crockford removed to St 
James' Street, had a good year, and instantly set about 
building the magnificent club-house which bears his 
name. It rose like a creation of Aladdin's lamp ; and 
the genii themselves could hardly have surpassed the 
beauty of the internal decorations, or furnished a more 
accomplished maitre d*h6tel than Ude. To make 
the' company as select as possible, the establishment 
was regularly organized as a club, and the election of 
members vested in a committee. " Crockford's " be- 
came the rage, and the votaries of fashion, whether 
they liked play or not, hastened to enroll themselves. 
The. Duke of Wellington was an original member, 
though (unlike Blucher, who repeatedly lost eveiy- 
*' ' ^'e had at play) the great captain was never 




known to pby deep at any game but "wbt or politics. 
Ciird-lables were regularly placed, and whist was 

played occasionally ; but the aim, end, and final cause 
of the whole was the hazard-bank, at which tlie pro- 
prietor took his nightly stand, prepared for all comers- 
There was a recognized limit, at which (after losing 
a certain sum) he might declare the bank broke for 
the night ; but he knew his business too well to stop. 
The speculatiori, it is hardly necessary to add, was 
eminently successful During several years, every- 
thing that anybody had to lose and cared to riskj was 
swallowed up- Z.e Wciling-t&n des Joueurs lost twen* 
ty-three thousand pounds at a sitting, beginning at 
twelve at night, and ending at seven the following even- 
ing. He and three other noblemen could not have lost 
less, sooner or later, than a hundred thousand pounds 
apiece. Others lost in proportion (or out of propor- 
tion) to their means ; but we leave it to less occupied 
moralists and better cakulntors to say how many ruined 
families went to make Mn Crockford a mUlionnaire 
— for a milUonnaire he was and is, in the English 
sense of the term, after making the largest possible 
allowance for bad debts, A vast sura, perhaps half a 
million, is due to him; but as he won all his debtors j 
were able to raise, and easy credit was the most faial'^ 
of his luras,* we cannot make up our minds to con- 

* Brookes waA equally aocojnm^dating : — 

** FwJin libcFll Btt>okes^ whose speculatii^ ikMl 
I» \i^^v^ credit jjid 3 dt^Lanl t>ill ; 
Whow nuTMil in dubs^ disdetna a vulgaf trad^ 
ExvltB to trust jUid blaahcs to be pjid" 

V^i^ev Fmm the Mom. CkuHti fi^mtt Pom, ^Hrti^skMimr^ tf* 
7Mw T^mmhrnd, cntuing : by Tickdl, whoaa Mj- Jcsm pftiiiei for tui| 
" AfliticifKijj©fl. '* 




dole with him on that amount* fngbtful though it be. 
He retiredj three or four years ago, much as an Indian 
chief retires from a hunting-country when there is not 
game enough left for his tribe; and the club is said 
to be now tottering to its fall. 

Some good was certainly produced by it. In the 
first place, private gambling (between gentleman and 
genlleman) with its degrading incidents, illustrated by 
Ihe foregoing letters, is at an end- In the second 

the praedM within Ite fMi& ^ dm^l^^ f^d^ 

popidiflf iMnaodi ^hfdh^ mifht^^mifymippNmiA 
Thitin mm ^ptmui^ mom ikmkimwkfio^ 

<Silltd into nsiattecn V MgtlCmekSmdti^ maitecmMi, 
Why iitm not iiie jloiiGn bMttmei ti tfie pMeux 

cannot, why does not the legislature? Not an hour 
should be lost in putting down this monstrous evil. 
We claim to be superior in morals and public order 
to the French ; yet all the public gaming-tables of 
Paris were suppressed four or five years ago, and 
(what is more) suppressed without difficulty, the mo- 
ment the police set to work in good earnest* 

Space permitting, we should be glad to make a few 
extracts from the numerous letters, in this collection, 
of the Rev. Dr. Warner, who has described m^uiy ob- 
jects of interest, and hit off' some curious traits of 
character, in a gay, vivacious style, which would be 

^ Since this was written, a few of the most notorious London estaUisluBentt 
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much more pleasing had there been less eflbrt to make 
it so. He appareatJy took for his model the well- 
known letter of Madame de Sevigne, announcing the 
marriage of ^' la g:ratide Mfidemoiselle/' in which the 
main object seems to be to keep beating about the 
bush as long as possible. But the reverend doctor is 
inexctisably coarse and loose, and has often templed 
us to exclaim, like Dr* Johnson when some clergy- 
men were endeavoring to show off in his company 
by assuming the lax jollity of men of the worUK 
" This merriment of parsons is mrglity offensive/* 
Independently of the indecorous tone, there are sev- 
eral expressions and allusions in Dr, Warner's letters, 
and two or three in Gilly Williams's and Lord Car* 
lisle'sj which oflend, not merely against good taste, 
but common decency; and Mr* Jesse has exposed, 
himself to much censure by printing them. 

We are also obliged to omit many passages from 
the letters of Lord Holland, Miss Townshend, Mr, 
Storer, the Dowager Lady Carlisle, and Lady Sarah 
Bonbury, which we had marked for insertion ; as 
well as an entire letter of Horace Walpole's (voL i., 
pp 4)* which maintains his superiority as a writer of 
epistolary compositions. 

In conclusions^ we are happy to say that the com- 
parison, suggested by these volumes, between th^J 
manners and morals of the last century and our own, > 
is highly satisfactory* Intellectual tastes have nearly 
superseded the necessity, ibrmerly felt by the unoc> 
cupied classes, of resorting to coarse indidgcnces or 
strong excitements ; and respect for public opinion 
induces those among them who cpntimie unreclalm' * 
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cabinet, « 4ie eemt. Ifo- ptiine "minkM tiito^ 
woQuitt of tile towti tfaNMjIi tt6 ^cMMb^Mnfli tMf.^lllie 
ofiera; no IMtlont dT ne m/baSniij fiamfllft lA 
floMreM to ito liie teMlii-'OT liii MMtef' tdir~^v^fkBpl 
over hef iii iiie eowiiiiHi wT ine TotAwo^ 'Jravjirf '"Bv 
lord of tile bedekabiber 8liif» fixr NewtcMriM #iBi 
ai dmnMms9 fai tili e«fifpig% «iia iMnr iftrliole fiunlty 
in ids trmia;^dctf p MfBitt tt M i tit ' j r Ma^^ til^tMfti3le» 
•iptttetiieir betl eaMfiei «£ ^Sm fifiiiittff^i^ tmir 
privy coundHcM (to" iMIMB^Mf '^eodi^^^THn^ 
among the many calumnies levelled at our public 
men, not one has been accused (as General Bur- 
goyne was by Junius) of lying in wait for inexpe- 
rienced lads to plunder at play. 

Though the signs are less marked, the improve- 
ment in the female sex is not less certain; for it 
may safely be taken for granted, that the practice of 
gambling was fraught with the worst consequences 
to the finest feelings and best qualities of the sex. 
The cljief danger is hinted at in The Provoked Hus- 
band. 

" Lord Townley, 'Tis not jour ill hours that always dis- 
turb me, but as often the ill company that occasion those 
hours. 

" Lady Townley. Sure I don't understand you now, my 
lord. What ill company do I keep?" 



KSSAVS AXD SKETCHES, 



449 



^^ Lord Teionlcy. Why, at best, wamcTi thfit lose their 
money* and in en that wm it; &r perhaps men that are xf&l' 
un tar fly bntbies at cue game^ m /tapes a lady w^U give ikem 
/air flay at another*^ 

The facts coafirm the theory. W a I pole's Letters, 
and the volumes before us, teem with allusions to 
proved or understood cases of matrimonial infidelity ; 
and the manner in which notorious irregularities 
were brazened out, shows that the oflTcnders did not 
always encounter the universal reprobation of society. 
Miss Berry, speaking, in iier very instructive book, 
of the Duchess of Norfolk's divorce in 1697, ob- 
serves j — 

**Manj circumstances of this lady's case show how much 
the ordinarj habits of life were overstepped, and what pre- 
cautions were thought nece&sarj previous to such mi*icon- 
duct. A house taken at Lambeth t then a smaU and little 
frequented village* whose nearest communication with West* 
minster was b/ a horse-ferry, — thia houset hired and re- 
sorted to under feigned names^ ant] occupied bj foreign ser- 
vants^ who, it was supposed, could not identify the lady, are 
not measures taken in a country where the crime they were 
meant to conceal was frequent/' — England and I^ran^n^ 
vol. L, p. 397, 

This test would be fatal to the female nobility of 
England half a century later; for many of ihetii 
took no pains whatever to conceal their im moral ities. 
We are obliged, from obvious motives, to refrain from 
mentioning some conclnsive instances ; but it is noto- 
rious that Lady Vane gave Smollett the materials for 
the Memoirs of a Lady of Quality (herself) published 
in Peregrine Pickle ; that Lady Tovvnsheud sat (per- 
haps not so willingly) for the portrait of Lady Bellas - 
ton in Tom Jones ; and we can hardly do wrong in 
copving a note, which Lord Dover has atiue^ed Uv 
29 



of great IbctiUM, wl» (1941) tpiUlur livfeil M4 A* 
Hftmillom^ 

GHIljr WKUmmmmMMm * eqirita of li iMinriie- 
i pcctopi d kiiidy wUdi vlwfvilrBfiilBli tinbOitttticMff at^tte 
pcriod:-**>- 

'*LonI ltoddi|gli|UB*s moliMl ttoter hM Jott manttd 
hf footaMWy JdImi 8lB i| w>ft. l l fc i lj IpiittMiywy tut of 



thai w*«M> th& MMT had A Rlalit Bteaoiralilg tinrimnt Id it* 
I nuKie toe i/a c n cia ot 9MfDra MMyi. jpctieray W»^»Qia 
ttofy of Lofd flfandi^ luuMiioiMaJattiRRMWD^w|potdnRfa 
vith I^jr Harri9ilo9i'* 



^*Tlie giilt talk of nothing tnittiie match bel wo eh iLoA 
Eockinghai9^i«i«fe9ran4barlbolnuui. Navtr ao q^oeh — *- 



and ditcretion met togc^jiei;! li^aha^hfLt iPtailedhfrte 
tano with at much dxam^p^ejAofa as Lorn Itaiuifl^d epM 
have done, and hat not teftoabetwahy of the law iuittcme» 
Ther ^ted to Mtt maigr hovta tpgs^Qierf wUch aha <;M|9 
teadiing John the mathematict.** 

Unless John was a very unapt scholar, he must soon 
have become as worthy an object of a lady's favor, so 
far as mental culture was concerned, as Sir John Ger- 
maine ; who, after occasioning the Duchess of Nor- 
folk's divorce, married a noble heiress, Lady Betty 
Berkeley, and lived till the middle of the last centuty. 
Miss Berry tells us that he actually left a legacy to Sir 
Matthew Decker, under a belief that he was the au- 
thor of the Gospel of St. Matthew ! 

It has been thought by some that we have lost in 
grace what we have gained in decency, and that so- 
ciety is no longer so gay, easy, accomplished, or 
even lettered, as it used to be. Miss Berry, though 
she commends the fashion which encouraged occupa- 



tlon and mental acquirements, cannot refrain from a 
sly sarcasm at the "new prodigies, who werq already 
great orators at Eton, and profound politicians before 
they left Chri&t-church or Trinity," — the gentlemen 
to whom " it was easier to be foolishly bustling than 
seriously employed ; ** and Mr. Moore maintains a 
yet more startling doctrine : '^ Without any disparage- 
ment of the many and useful talents which are at 
present nowhere more conspicimus than iu the uppei 
ranks of society, it may be owned, that for wit, social 
powers, and literary accomplisliments, the political 
men of the period under consideration (17S0) formed 
such an assemblage as it would be flattery to say that 
our times can parallel. The natural tendency of the 
French revolution was to produce in the higher classes 
of England an increased reserve of manner, and of 
course a proportionate restraint on all within their 
circle, which have been fatal to conviviality and hu- 
mor, and not very propitious to wit — subduing both 
manners and conversation to a sort of polished level, 
to rise above which is often thought almost as vulgar 
as to sink below it* Of the greater ease of manners 
that existed some forty or fifty years ago, one trifling, 
but not the less significant, indication was the habit, 
then prevalent among men of high station, of calling 
each other by such familiar names as Dick, Jack, 
Tom, &c*, &c. — a mode of address that brings wltli 
it In its very sound tlie notion of convivialitj' and play- 
fulness, and, however unrefined, implies at least that 
ease and sea-room in which %vit spreads its canvas 
most fearlessly/* — Life of Skeridamu 
We differ* with unfeigned reluctance^ from Mf- 
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Moore ; but he ib surely mistaken in supposing tha| 
the higher classes of England have contracted an 
increased rasen'-e of manner in consequence of 
French revolution, or shown more anxiety on that 
account to intrench themselves within the privileges 
of their rank. On the contra i-y, the tendency of that 
event, and our own reform bill, was and is to make 
them more anxious to identify themselves in feeling 
and interest with the people. If they have ceased to 
be familiar, it is because they have ceased to be ex- 
clusive ; restraint is necessary, because society is 
mixed ; and there is no reason why men of rank 
should change their mode of address to men of rank, 
except that they live less with one another, and more 
with the world at large. The very peculiarity in 
question was observed by Mrs, TroUope in the most 
exciuaivc coterie in Europe, the creme de ta creme of fl 
Vienna- "All the ladies address each other by their 
Christian names, and you may pass evening after 
evening, surrounded by princesses and countesses, 
without ever hearing any other appellations than 
Therese, Flora, Laura, or Pepd." 

This may be very agreeable for the privileged few, 
and we readily admit that intimacy is a great pro- 
moter of humor. Few of Selwyn's bon-mots could 
have been hazarded at a mixed party. But we are 
as far as ever from admitting Mr. Moore's proposition 
in the main. It is not flattery, but sober truth, to say 
that our public men have contracted no reserve beyond 
that which the voluntary enlargement of their circle 
has entailed upon them. It would be difficult to con- 
tend that they have impaired their social powers by 
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mixing with eminent authors, men of science^ and 
artists, whatever influence these may have exercised 
upon their wit or humor ; and, even as regards wit 
or humoral it would simply be necessary to run over a 
few known names to vindicate onr equality in both. 
Modern convei-sation is rich with the product of every 
soil, the spoils of every clime; and it wotdd be a 
grave error to suppose that those who contribute most 
to it seldom meet in intimacy. They meet very often, 
but they belong to several coequal and intersecting 
circles, instead of keeping to one, and making that 
the sole object of interest* 

There are signs, moreover, that he who runs may 
read* It Is clear that they talk politics as much as 
we" do I perhaps moreT since their eagerness was so 
manifest to a French woman, " Madame de Bouf- 
flens (writes WiHiams in 1763) is out of patience with 
our politics, and our ridiculous abuse of every person 
who either governs or is likely to govern us/' This 
was a serious drawback, but not the most serious. 
Selwyn's principal correspondents were not dandies 
and fine ladies, but the most cultivated men and 
women of the highest class; including several on 
whom Mr. Moore would rely, if we came to a di- 
vision on the question^ The masterpieces of English 
light literature, and several other standard works, ap- 
peared during their correspondence* Yet neither Field- 
ing, Richardson, Smollett, Gray, Goldsmith, Hume^ 
Robertson, Johnson, Gibbon, or even Burke, elicits a 
remark* There is one allusion to Garrick (by Rigby) ; 
one to Reynolds (by Lord Carlisle) ; and one to 
Gainsborough (by Gilly Williams), as *Hhe painter 
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by who nil if you rero ember, we once saw the carica- 
ture of old WincheUea*" 

There was tio want of classical acquirement, it is 
true ; many wrote graceful verses ; and Fox and Wal- 
pole h^id a taste for contemporary literature ; but Fox 
kept it to himself for luck of sympathy, and Walpole 
was ashamed of it. By literature, however, roust be 
understood merely the Belles Lettres ; for Fox con* 
fes&ed, late in life, that he had never been able to get 
through the Wealth of Nations, 

Familiarity, aguin, is a great charm, but the habits 
which are the conditions of its existence, beget mo- 
notony. In Charles the Second's reign, w^hen it was 
the fashion to go to sea and fight the Dutch, instead 
of taking lodgings at Melton or attending Battues, 
Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham, tells us in his Mem- 
oirs, that a party of gay, witty, lettered profligates 
were becalmed on board the Duke of York's ship, 
and got so tired of one another, that the first care each 
took on landing was to ascertain where the rest were 
going, in order to get away from them. We are not 
aware whether the habitues of White's or Brookes', 
seventy or eighty yfiars ago, were ever brought to 
such a pass; but we know (and there is no getting 
over this) that they habitually resorted to the gaming- 
table, — 

"Unknown to sndv when sensoal pleasures doy, 
To fill the languid pause with finer joy." 

With rare exceptions, the most accomplished per- 
sons, about to risk more than they can afford to lose, 
will be found both ill disposed and ill qualified for 
the easy, equable enjoyment of conversation ; though 
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(with the aid of wine) they may have their occasional 
bursts of sparkling pleasantry. 

To* sum up all — there is a halo floating over cer- 
tain periods ; dazzling associations may cluster round 
a name: "'tis distance lends enchantment to the 
view ; " and living witnesses, who have known both 
generations, will always, by a law of our nature, 
award the palm to the companions of their youth. 
But it will require stronger arguments than have been 
adduced yet to convince us that the social powers of 
any class have fallen off, whilst morality, taste, knowl- 
edge? general freedom of intercourse, and liberality 
of opinion, have been advancing ; or that the mind 
necessarily loses any portion of its playfulness, when 
it quits the enervating atmosphere of idleness and 
dissipation for the purer air and brighter skies of 
art, literature, and philosophy. 
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